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PEEPACE. 


The publicatiok of a new translation of Virgil’s j®neid 
IS a thing which may not nnreasonahly be thought to 
require a few prefatory words of excuse It is true that 
the ground has not been pre-occupied of late years by any 
version which has attained any great degree of popu- 
lanty Previous to the present century, tho extant trana- 
lations of the ^noid outnumbered those of the Eiad 
and Odyssey m tho proportion of nearly three to one : 
now, while the press is sending forth version after ver- 
sion of ono or both of the Homeric poems, scarcely any 
one thinks it worth liis while to attempt a translatio’i of 
the Roman epic But it may be fairly doubted whether 
Dryden did not close the question a hundred and 
seventy years ago for any one not, like himself, a poet 
of commanding original powei. In the century which 
succeeded him many literary men thought that they 
could improve upon him in \ arious ways , but tho verdict 
of postenty has shown that they judged wrongly. Pitt 
is the only one of these whose version can be said to be 
at present in existence . a dubious privilege which it 
owes to the fact of its having been included in tho suc- 
cessive collections of Engbsh poetry of which Johnson’s 
was the first. Dryden’s style in poetry is sufiSciently^ 
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Homer’s narrative. My chief reason for adopting ilie 
metre ■which Scott has made poptdtcr was that it seemed 
to give me my best chance of imparting to my work 
■that rapidity of movement which is mdispensably ne- 
cessary to a long narrative poem. An ode of Horace is 
something to dwell on, to scrutinise mmutely : a poem 
like the .iEneid is something to read rapidly and conti- 
nuously. A metre which gives the translator the hopo 
of making his work interesting as a story is so far suc- 
cessful ; a metre which does not give this hope fails 
Marmion has been read by multitudes who would find the 
perusal of the Paradise Lost too severe an uudertakmg : 
and there can be little doulM that Scott would have 
done unwisely had he tried m produce a Miltonic poem. 
It IS true of course that ifSflomer’s heroes arc, as my 
friend Mr. Arnold so strongly contends, not mosstroopers, 
yirgd’a have still less of the Border character , but it is 
better to run the nsk of importiug a few unseasonable 
associations, than to sacrifice the living character of the 
narrative by making it stiff and cumbrous Apart from 
associations, I believe that the metre of Marmion and 
the Lord of the Isles is one that possesses high capabi- 
hties, even for a translation of Virgd. It is not with- 
out dignity ; it has lyrical tones which lend themselves 
well to occasions of pathos. Its variety enables it, by 
a change of measure, to mark those transitions of feel- 
mg which no poet exhibits more frequently than the 
author of the .^neid. No doubt it is the part of a great 
artist to do as Virgil has done, and draw out all vari- 
eties of expression from one and the same instrument ; 
but to most of those who engage in the work of transla- 
tion it cannot but be an advantage to employ a mea- 
, SUM which is really several measures in one. I will 
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only ventare to Bay that in more ijian one passage, where 
I hare myself been habittzsJly most affected by the 
cadence of the Latin, I have seemed to myself, rightly 
or wrongly, to have been able to produce something of a 
corresponding effect by m one way or another varying the 
measure. While wishing under all the circumstances to 
guard carefully against anything like a servile imitation 
of Scott, I have yet regarded him as my master rather 
than Byron. Unlike as the spirit of Border warfare 
may be to the spmt of the iEneid, the spirit of Orien- 
tal passion is still more unlike. Even the ballad-like 
pecuUanties of Scott have some similarity to the epic 
common-place which Virgd felt himself obliged by the 
laws of his work to borrow from Homer. It must be 
remembered too that Scott’s poems, in respect of style, 
differ not a little from each other. The style of the 
Lay is comparatively rude and unpolished : the style of 
the Lord of the Isles is comparatively cultivated and 
elaborate. I need not say that it is the latter type 
that 1 have made my model rather than the former. 
I have sedulously eschewed what Mr. Arnold calls the 
ballad slang, even where it offered itself without the 
seeking ; such expressions as ‘ out and spoke,’ ‘ well 1 
wot,’ ‘all on Parnassus’ slope,’ I have left where I 
found them. I have not indeed denied myself an 
occasional archaism, any more than Virgil himself has 
done, as I cannot see that * mote ’ for ‘ might ’ and 
‘ eyne ’ for ‘ eyes ’ are more objectionable than ‘ faxo ’ for 
‘ fecero ’ and ‘ aulai ’ for * aulae.’ But I have excluded 
all such primitive pecuharities as seemed inconsistent 
with hi^ fimsh, expletives like ‘ did say ’ and ‘ did sue,’ 
and inversions like ‘ soon as the wUdered child saw he.’ 
Li the venification I have avoided, with scarce a single 
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exception, that tripping anapaestic movement which 
deprives the Lay of dignity, and makes Harold the 
Dauntless read hke a burlesque : where I have intro- 
duced a redundant syllable into a Ime, it has generally 
been in the case of polysyllables, by the use of which I 
hoped to give the line of eight syllables something of the 
stateliness of the heroic Onco and once only have I 
ventured on a double rhyme These details are sufS- 
oiently trifling ; and I mention them merely to show that 
in appropnaiing a measure of considerable laxity to a 
heroic subject, I have been more anxious to curtail than 
to extend the freedom I have gained 
It would be vain to deny that during the progress of 
the translation I have often been made sensible of the 
profound difference between pootry like Scott’s, which, 
with all its antiqnarianism, is still modern, and poetry 
like Virgil’s, which, with all its modem affinities, is 
atill ancient An ancient narrative is mimite where a 
modern one is brief it is brief where a modem one is dif- 
fuse Virgil is full of details, but always rapid : the reader 
is corned past a number of objects m successiou, without 
being allowed, except on very rare occasions, to pause at 
any. Scott too is rapid after his ftshion , but it is the 
rapidity of one who loves motion for its own sake, and 
to whom time is of no particular value • after a gallop of 
a few miles he is glad to pull up and descauton anything 
that he may be passing on the roadside. Even the 
constant occurrence of ‘sic ait,’ ‘talia voce refert,’ and 
the like, after eveiy speech in the .fflneid, which of 
course it would be unjustifiable not to represent in a 
translation, is enough to remind the translator that the 
taste of the readers for whom Virgil wrote is different 
I from the taste of those whom he must himsdf endeavour 
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to please. No doabt ibis disparity between tbe ancient 
and tbe modem manner wonld have made itself felt bad 
I chosen a metre less connected bj association with the 
present centmy. Even Diyden, tbongh bis manner is 
for less distinctively modem than that of Scott, surprises 
ns from time to time with something which we feel he 
would not have said had he not been translating even 
Pope, though he has taken almost nnlimited hcence to 
omit or recast anything which did not suit lus notions 
of good taste in narrative, makes us occasionally sensible 
that the story he is telling is not his own. But I have 
sometimes thought that the style which I had adopted 
imposed on me difficulties peculiar to itself, fiom which 
a mom judicious choice might have preserved me. 
Virgil was a more careful composer than Scott or Byron, 
not only in the selection of his words, but in the struc- 
ture of his sentences. He was a great rhetorician, and a 
master of that terse pointed style of which the Latinity 
of the silver age is a development and an exaggeration. 
Sentenecs occur repeatedly in his writings which require 
to be rendered eis briefly and compactly as those of 
Horace. Whether the octosyllabic metre is congenial to 
that mode of writing I will not presume to say but it 
has not yet been applied to it, except, it may be, by 
writers Hko Gay, whose style is confessedly too low for 
heroic poetry. Consequently I have frequently had to 
write in a manner which I was conscious was not the 
manner of my model, attempting to impart to the shorter 
couplet some of that dignified sententionsness which 
belongs more properly to tbe longer. If I have failed in 
this, I can only excuse myself by pleadmg the necessity 
of choosing among difficulties, which appears to be the 
inevitable condition of the translator’s work. 
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Perliapa I may be judged to have some advantage 
over my rhyming predecessors in respect of closeness to 
the original. It would he discreditable to me if the 
minute study which it has been my duty and my plea- 
sure to give to every line, I might almost say every 
word, of my author in the prosecution of my comment- 
ary, did not reflect itself to some degree in the transla- 
tion. It is even possible that a casual reader may over- 
look many instances of close rendering ; that he may 
suppose various forms of expression to be gratuitous 
which have been really adopted in order to bring out 
more fully the force, as I conceive it, of the latin The 
characteristio art of Virgil’s language, I must own, is 
a thing winch I have made no attempt to represent. 
Whether that peculiar habit which I have mentioned 
elsewhere as common to him and to Sophocles, the habit 
of hinting at two or three modes of expression while 
actually employing ono, is capable of being transferred 
mto English, I do not know; certainly none of his 
transistors has efiected the transference. It is obvious 
that the experiment is one to perform which would re- 
quire the utmost nicety ; everything would depend on 
the exact poetical equivalence of the various turns of 
phrase, either severally or as presented in combination : 
and a shade more or less in each case might produce not 
beauty but deformity. Such felicities, in fiwt, though 
well worthy of critical investigation, are hardly to be 
discovered by critical search : while the translator was 
seeking them, any spirit that there might be m his 
verses would be apt to evaporate. It is only one to 
whom they would suggest themselves naturally, in con- 
formity I mean with his natural genius, who would be 
^le to employ them in translation without injuiy to the 
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character of his work ■ and he most be another Virgil or 
another Sophocles. A translator not so constituted will 
be better employed in endeavoaiing to bring about re- 
semblance to his author by applying a principle of com- 
pensation, by strengthening his version in any way best 
suited to his powers, so long as it be not repugnant to 
the genius of the original, and trusting that the effect of 
the whole will be seen to have been cared for, though 
the claims of the parts may appear to have been neg- 
lected. Even the simpler peculiarities of Virgil’s style, 
such as his fondness for saymg the same thing twice 
over in the same line, I have not always been at pains to 
copy. What is giaceful in the Latin will not always be 
graceful in a translation : and to be graceful is one of 
the first duties of a translator of the iEneid. It has often 
happened that by ignoring a repetition I have been able 
to include the entire sense of a hexameter in a single 
English line of eight syllables; and in such cases I have 
been glad to make the sacrifice. Not the least of the 
evils of the measure I have chosen is a tendency to dif- 
fnsoncEs . and in translating ono of the least diffuse of 
poets such a tendency requires a strong remedy. Ac- 
cordingly, the duty of conciseness has always been 
present to my mind , and the result is that my transla- 
tion, with its lines of eight and occasionally six syllables, 
does not, I hope, exceed by much more than one half 
the number of hues in the original, where fifteen syl- 
lables on the average go to the hexameter. 

A similarity will occasionally be found between my 
own and other versions. In the few cases where this 
arises &om intentional appropriation, or where I had 
reason to think that I had unconsciously recollected the 
words of others, I have made the requisite acknowledg- 
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ment in the notes. Fossiblj in other instances also 
there may have been unconscious recollection, as a com- 
parison of the three rhyming translators, Dryden, Pitt, 
and Symmons, used to be a favourite occupation of my 
schoolboy days. My coincidences, I believe, are oftener 
with Pitt’s version than witli either of the others ; a 
fiust which I mcline to attnbute to the more conven- 
tional character of his versos, which are seldom so 
individual that they might not easily occur to two 
writers independently. My knowledge of the different 
blank verse translations is very slight and occasional. 
I have not thought it necessary to say anything m the 
notes of the rendenngs that I Lave adopted, as what 1 
have to urge in their favour will be found elsewhere 
In one or two instances I have ruled a disputed ques- 
tion in one way as a commentator, in another way as a 
translator, but only of course where a case could fairly 
bo made out for eiihcr view 
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THE SECOND EDITION 


Tee einsness which has called for a second edition of 
my work so soon has prevented me from improvmg it 
as much as I might hare done had I been abb to con- 
template it from a greater distance. I have however, 
as I hope, strengpthened a few weak lines, and corrected 
a few of the errors of taste or judgment into which I 
had prenonsly fallen. The remarks of my vanons 
cntics I have read with attention, and I trust with 
profit If I have not always been able to accept them 
in detail, I have found much to encourage me in their 
general effect. The points against which they have 
been directed have mostly been such as I had already 
felt to be assailable, while I have been gratified to find 
the hope which I entertained, that my translation 
might, nevertheless, give pleasure to English readers as 
well as to students of the original, thus fiir confirmed. 
Self-cnticism is a proverbially difficult task ; and any- 
thing which tends to convince ui author that he may in 
some degree trust his own judgment cannot but be 
welcome and reassunng That judgment, I feel, may 
require to be widened and deepened indefinitely ; but it 
is in learning to trust it in its measure that the hops of 
fixture improvement lies. 

a 
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Teg tiug that has passed since a new impression of this 
work was last called for has given me the opportunity 
of making something like a revision of the whole. I 
have introduced a number of changes, which I trust I 
am not wrong in considering as improvements , some m 
order to bring out the sense of the ongmal more correctly 
or more fully, some in the hope of bettering the transla- 
tion as a poem. Perhaps the only alterations which I 
need mention particnlarly are some mtrodnced into the 
version of the catalogue at the end of the Seventh Book, 
a part of the poem which I did not happen to have 
studied as a commentator before 1 translated it, so that 
I was led inadvertently into several small errors of detail. 

There is, I feel, a danger of altering too much as well 
as of altering too little, especially if a wnter takes up 
his work at a considerable distance £rom the time when 
it was first produced. Gifford recast his translation of 
' Juvenal ’ three years after its original publication, with 
eminent succesa: fiiurteen years later he published a 
third edition, iu which the abnpt vigour of the earlier 
work is too often enfeebled and diluted. I should have 
little difficulty in persuading myself that my translatLan 
might be rewritten with advantage ; but, independently 
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of the ooDBideration that a wholesale change would be 
Bcaroely just to those to whose kind partiality I owe the 
opportaniiy of revisio}, I am by no means confident 
that the snooess of the result would justify the time and 
labour which I should have to expend. Even as it is, I 
am sometimes afraid that in trying to accommodate my 
version to new perceptions of the force of the original, I 
have substituted a less natural for a more natural mode 
of expression : and I have more than once allowed a 
reading to remain which, though possible, I do not my- 
self now believe to be true, because 1 feared that such 
changes as I conld introduce would interfere with the 
flow of passages which with all their defects had the 
advantage of being composed eon amore. On the whole 
the number of hues in which alteration has been made, 
I believe, does not exceed a hundred and fifty, a very 
small percentage, I need not say, on the entire work ; 
anc^ m many of these, the change is oomparativefy incon- 
siderable. 
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Arms and the man I sing, who first, 

By fate of Ilian realm amerced. 

To fair Italia onward bore, 

And landed on Lavininm’s shore — 

Long tossing earth and ocean o’er. 

By violence of heaven, to sate 
Pell Juno’s unforgetting hate : 

Much laboured too in battle-field. 

Striving his city’s walls to build. 

And give bis Gods a home : 

Thence come the hardy Latin brood, 

The ancient sires of Albu’s blood, 

And lofty-roiupired Rome 

Say, Muse, for godhead how disdained, 

Or wherefore wroth, Heaven’s queen constrained 
That soul of piety so long 
To turn the wheel, to cope with wrong 
Can heavenly natures nourish hate 
So fierce, so blmdly passionate F 

There stood a city on the sea] 

Manned by a Tyrian colony. 

Named Carthage, fronting far to south 
Italia’s coast and Tiber’s mouth. 

Rich in all wealth, all means of rule, 

And hardened m war’s sternest school. 

B 
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Men saj the place was Juno’s pride 
More than all lands on earth beside ; 

E’en Samos’ self not half so dear . 

Here were her arms, her chariot here 
Here, goddess-bke, to fix one daj 
The seat of nniversal sway, 

Might Fate bo wrung to yield assent, 

E’en then her schemes, her cares were bent 
Tet had she heard that sons of Troy 
Were born her Carthage to destroy , 

Prom those majestic loins should spring 
A nation like a wamor king, 

Ordained for Tnbya’s overthrow 
The web of Pate was woven so 
This was her fear and fear renewed 
The memory of that earlier feud, 

The war at Troy she erst had waged 
In darling Argos’ cause engaged 
JTor jvt had &d€d fiwa her w»' 

The insults whence those angers grew , 
Deep in remembrance hves engrained 
The judgment which her channs disdained, 
The offspring of adulterous seed. 

The rape of minion Ganymede 
With such resentments brimming o’er 
She tossed and tossed from shore to shore 
The Trojan hands, poor relics these 
Of Achillean victories, 

Away from Latium • many a year, 
Pate-dnven, they wandered far and near 
So vast the labour to creato 
The fahne of the Koman state ! 

Scarce out of sight of Sicily 
Troy’s crews were spreading sail to sea^ 
Pleased o’er the foam to run, 



BOOK L 


3 


When Jnno, feeding evermore 
The vulture at her bosom’s core, 

Thus to herself begun 
‘ What P I give -way P has Juno ■willed, 

And must her will be unfulfilled ? 

Too weak from Latium’s coast to fling 
Back to the sea this Trojan king P 
Bcstrained by Fate ? Could Pallas fire 
The Argive fleet to ■wreak her ire, 

And drown the crews, for one ofience. 

Mad Ajaz’ curst incontinence P 
She from the clouds Jove’s lightning cast, 
Dispersed the ships, the billows massed. 
Caught the scathed wretch, whose breast exhaled 
Fierce flames, and on a rock impaled ■ 

I who through heaven its mistress move, 

The sister and the wife of Jove, 

With one poor tribe of earth contend 
\jong years revdlving ■wfifhou'i enh 
Will any Juno’s power adore 
Henceforth, or crown her altars more P ’ 

Such fiery tumult in her mmd, 

She seeks the birthplace of the ■wind, 

^olia, realm for ever rife 
With turbid elemental life : 

Here i^olus in a cavern vast 
With bolt and barrier fetters fast 
Bebellious storm and howlmg blast. 

They with the rock’s reverberant roar 
Chafe blustering round their prisomdoor 
He, throned dn high^ the sceptre sways, . 
Controls their moods, their wrath allaye/ 
Break but that sceptre, sea and land 
And heaven’s etherial deep 
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Before them they would whirl hie sand. 
And trough the void air sweep. 

But the great Sire, with prescient fear. 

Had whelmed them deep in dungeon drear, 
And o’er the strugghng captives thrown 
Huge masses of primeval stone. 

Baled by a monarch who might know 
To curb them or to let them go • 

Whom now as suppliant at his knees 
Juno bespoke in words like these 
‘ 0 .fflolus ! since the Sire of all 
Has made the wind obey thy call 
To raise or lay the foam, 

A. race I hate now ploughs the sea. 
Transporting Troy to Italy 

And home-gods reft of home • 

Lash thou th^ winds, their ships submerge. 
Or toss them wcltenng o’er the surge 
Twice seven bright nymphs attend on me, 
The fairest of them Deiope 
Her will I give thee for thine own. 

The partner of thy heart and throne. 

With thee to pass unending days 
And goodly children round thee raise ’ 

The God replies • ‘ 0 Queen, ’t is thine 
To weigh thy will, to do it mine. 

Thou gircst me this poor kingdom, thou 
Hast smoothed for me the Thunderer’s brow , 
Qivest me to share the Olympian board, 

And o'er the tempests mak’st me lord ’ 

He said, and with his spear struck wide 
The portals in the mountain side 
At once, like soldiers in a band. 

Forth rush the winds, and scour the land : 
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Then lighting hearily on the main, 

East, South, and West with storms in train, 
Heave from its depth the watery floor. 

And roll great billows to the shore. 

Then come the clamour and the shriek 
The sailors shout, the main-ropes creak 
All in a moment sun and skies 
Are blotted from the Trojans’ eyes ■ 

Black night is brooding o’er the deep, 

Sharp thunder peals, live lightnings leap 
The stoutest warrior holds his breath, 

And looks as on the face of death 
At once ./Eneas thrilled with dread , 

Eorth from his breast, with hands outspread, 
These groaning words he drew . 

‘ 0 happy, thrice and yet again, 

Who died at Troy like valiant men, 

E’en in their parents’ view ' 

O Diomed, first of Greeks m tiny, 

Why pressed I not the plain that day, 
Yielding my life to you. 

Where stretched beneath a Phrygian sky 
Fierce Hector, tall Sarpedon lie . 

Where Simois tumbles ’neath his wave 
Shields, helms, and bodies of tho brave ® ’ 

How, howling from the north, the gale. 
While thus he moans him, strikes his sail 
The Bwellmg surges climb the sky ; 

The shattered oars in splinters fly ; 

The prow turns round, and to tho tide 
Lays broad and bare the vessel’s side ; 

On comes a billow, mountain-steep, 

Bears down, and tumbles in a heap 
These stagger on the billow’s crest ; 

Those to the yawning depth deprest 
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See land appearing 'mid the Tfaves, 

"While surf with sand in turmoil raves. 

Three ships the South has caught and thrown 
On scarce hid rocks, as Altars known. 
Ridging the main, a reef of stone 
Three more fierce Burns from the dcop, 

A sight to make the gazer weep, 

Drives on the shoals, and banks them round 
With sand, as with a lampiro-mound 
One, which erew bile from Lycia’s shore 
Orontes and his people bore. 

E’en in jEneas' anguished sight 
A sea down crashing from the height 
Strikes full astern the pilot, torn 
Prom off the helm, is headlong lionie : 

Throe turns the foundered vessel gave, 

Then sank beneath the engulfing wave. 

There m.the vast abyss are seen 
The swimmers, few and far lietween, 

And warriors’ anus and shattered wood 
And Trojan treasures strew the fiood. 

And now Dionous, and now 
Aletes old and grey. 

Abas and brave Achates bow 

Beneath the tempest’s sway ; 

Fast drinking in through timbers loose 
At every pore the fatal ooze, 

Their sturdy barks give way 

^leantime the turmoil of the mam. 

The tempest loosened from its chain. 

The waters of the nether deep 
Upstarting from their tranquil sleep. 

On Neptune broke * disturbed he hears. 

And quickened by a monarch’s fears. 

His calm broad brow o’er ocean rears. 
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Eneas’ fleet he sees dispersed, 

Whelmed by fierce wave and stormy burst • 
Nor failed a brother’s eye to read 
Junonian rancour in the deed, 
forthwith he summoned East and West, 
And thus his kingly wrath expressed — 

‘ How now ^ presume ye on your birth 
To blend in chaos skies and earth, 

And billowy mountains heavenward heave, 
Bold Winds, without my sovereign leave 
Whom I — but rather were it good 
To pacify yon troubled flood 
Offend once more, and ye shall pay 
Upon a heavier reckoning-day 
Back to your master mstant flee. 

And tell him, not to him but we 
The imperial tndent of the sea 
Fell by the lot’s award • 

Bis w tiait pemm-kffssff of sioae, 

A mansion, Eurus, all your own 
There let him lord it to his mind, 

The jailor-monarch of the wind. 

But keep its portal barred.’ 

He said, and, ere his words were done, 
Allays the surge, brings back the sun ; 
Tnton and swift Cymothoe drag 
The ships from off the pointed crag : 

He, trident-armed, each doll weight heaves, 
Through the vast shoals a passage cleaves, 
Makes smooth the ruffled wave, and ndes 
Calm o’er the surface of the tides 
As when sedition oft has stirred 
In some great town the vulgar herd, 

And brands and stones already fly — 

For rage has weapons always nigh — 
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Then should some man of worth appear 
Whose stainless virtue all revere, 

They hush, they hist • his clear voice rules 
Their rebel wills, their anger cools 
So ocean cea«od at once to rave. 

When, calmly looking o’er the wave. 

Girt with a range of azure sky, 

The father bids his chariot fly. 

The tempest- tossed JEneadm 
Strain for the nearest land, 

And turn their vessels from i he sea 
To Libya’s welcome strand. 

Deep in a hay an island makes 
A haven by its jutting sides. 

Whereon each wave from ocean breaks. 

And parting mto hollows glides 
High o’er the cove vast rocks extend, 

A beetling cliff at either end • 

Beneath their summit far and wide 
In sheltered silence sleeps the tide, 

While quivering forests crown the scene, 

A theatre of glancing green. 

In front, retiring from the wave. 

Opes on the view a rock-hung cave, 

A home that nymphs might call their own, 
Eresh springs, and seats of living stone 
No need of rope or anchor’s bite 
To hold the weajy vessel tight. 

Such haven now .i^neas gains. 

With seven lorn ships, the scant remains 
Of what was once his fleet : 

Eorth leap the Troj'ans on the sand. 

Lay down their brine-drenohed limbs on land, 
And feel the shore is sweet. 
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And firaij from fliniis togetlier clashed 
The latent spark Achates flashed, 

Caaght in sere leaves, and deftly nursed 
Till into flame the fnel hurst 
Then from the hold the crews o’ortoiled 
Bring out their grain by ocean spoiled, 
And gird themselves with lire and quern 
To parch and g^nd the rescued com. 

Meanwhile .iBneas scales a height 
And sweeps the ocean with bis sight ; 
Might ho perchance a Capys mark, 

An Antheus in Ins Phrygian bark, 

Or trace the arms that wont to deck 
Caicus on some labouring wreck. 

No vessel seaward meets his eyes, 

But on the shore throe stags he spies. 
Close followed by a meaner thi ong 
That grazed the winding coasts along. 

He catches irom Achates’ hand 
Quiver and bow, and take.s his stand ; 
And first the lordly leaders fall 
With tree-like antlers branching tall ; 
Then, turning on the multitude, 

Ho drives them routed through the wood. 
Nor stays till his victorious bow 
Has laid seven goodly bodies low, 

For his seven ships ; then portward fares, 
And ’mid his crews the quarry shares. 
The wine which late their princely host, 
What time they left Trinacria’s coast. 
Bestowed in casks, and freely gave, 

A brave man’s bounty to the brave. 

With like equality he parts. 

And comforts their desponding hearts 
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Comrades and fiiends * for ours is strength 
Has brooked the test of vroes ; 

0 worse-scarred hearts ' these wounds at length 
The Gods will heal, like those. 

Ton that have seen gnm Scylla rave, 

And heard her monsters yell, 

Ton that have looked upon the cave 
Where savage Cyclops dwell, 

Como, cheer your souls, your fears forget , 

I This suffei mg will yield us yet 
' A pleasant tale to tell 
Through chance, through peril lies our way 
To Iiatium, where the fates display 
A mansion of abiding stay 
There Troy her fallen realm shall raise 
Bear up, and live for happier days ’ 

Such were his words on brow and tonguo 
• Sat hope, while gnef Yus Bpmt wrung. 

They for their dainty food prepare, 

Strip off the hide, the carcase bare, 

* Divide and spit the quivering meat. 

Dispose the fire, the caldrons heat. 

Then, stretched on turf, their frames refresh 
With generous wine and wild deer’s flesh 
And now, when hunger’s rage was coased, 

And checked the impatience of the feast. 

In long discourse they strive to track 
And bring their missing comrades back 
Hope bandies questions with despair, 

If yet they breathe the upper air, 

Or down in final durance he. 

Deaf to their friends’ invoking cry 
But chief j®neas fondly yearns. 

And racks his heart for each by turns. 
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ITow weeping o’er Orontes ’ grave, 

Now claiming Lycus from the wave, 

Brave Gyas, and Cloanthna brave 

And now an end had come, when Jove, 

His broad view casting from above. 

The countries and their people scanned. 

The sail-iledged sea, the lowly laud. 

Last on the summit of the sky 
Paused, and on Libya fixed his eye 
’T was then sad Venus, as he mused, 

Her starry eyes with tears suffused. 

Bespoke him • ‘ Thou whose lightnings awe. 
Whose will on heaven and earth is law. 

What has dilneas done, or how 
Could my poor Trojans cloud thy brow. 

To sufl'er as they sufier now ^ 

So many deaths the race has died : 

And now behold them, lest one day 
To Italy they wm their way. 

Barred from all lands beside * 

Once didst thou promise with an oath 
The Homans hence should hare their growth. 
Great chiefs, from Tencer s Ime renewed. 

The masters of a world subdued 

Fate heard the pledge what power lias w rouglit 

To turn tho channel of thy thought ' 

That promise oft consoled my woe 
For Ilium’s piteous overtlu-ow. 

While I could balance weight with weight, 

The prosperous with the adverse fate 
But now the solf-same fortune honnds 
Tho lorn survivors yet : 

And hast thou, mighty King, no bounds 
To their great misery set ? 
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Antenor from the Greeks could scape, 

Mid Hadna’s deep recesses shape 
His dangerous joumoy, and surmount 
The penis of Timavus’ fount, 

Where ivith the limestone’s reboant loar 
Through nine loud months the sea-wavos jiour. 
And all the fields arc deluged o’er 
Yet hero he built Patavium’s town, 

His nation named, his arms laid down. 

Now rests in honour and renown 
We, thine own race, on whom thy word 
Olympian glories has oonforred. 

Our vessels lost, 0 shame untold ' 

Are traitorously bought and sold, 

Still from Italia kept apart 
To pacify one jealous heart 
Lo ' piety with honour graced, 

A monarch on his tlu’one replaced ' ’ 

With that refulgence in his eye 
Which soothes the humours of the sky 
Jove on Ins daughter’s lips impressed 
A gracious kiss, then thus addressed 
‘ Queen of Cythera * spare thy pam | 

Thy children’s fates unmoved remain 1 
Thine eyes shall have their pledged desire 
And see Lavmium's walls aspire . 

Thine arms at length shall boar on high 
To bright possession m the slcy 
, ^neas the high-sonle d • nor aught 
Has turned the channel of my thought. 

He— for I now will speak thee sooth, 

Texed as thou art by sorrow’s tooth, 

Will ope the volume and relate 
The far-off oracles of Fate — 

Fierde war m Italy shall wage, 

Shall quell her peoples’ patriot rage. 
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And give his veterans, worn with strife, 

A city and a peaceful life, 

Till summers three have seen him reign. 
Three winters crowned the dire campaign 
But he, the father’s darling child, 
Ascanms, now lulus styled 
(Tins the name the infant bore' 

Ere Ilium’s sky was clouded o’er). 

Shall thirty years of power complete, 

Then from Lavim'um’s royal seat 
Transfer the empire, and make strong 
The walla of Alba named the Long. 

Three hundred years in that proud town 
Shall Hector’s children weai- the crown, 
Till Ilia, priesteaa-princesa, bear 
By Mars’ embrace a kingly pair 
Then, with lus nurse's wolf-skm girt, 

Shall Uoniulus the Ime assert. 

Invite them to his new-raised home, 

And call the martial city Borne 
JTo date, no goal I here ordain • 

Then'S is an endless, boundless reign. 

Hay Juno’s self, whoso wild alarms 
Set ocean, earth, and heaven in arms, 
Shall change for smiles her moody frown. 
And vie with me in zeal to crown 


While Rome’s great ages hold their way. 

When old Assaraens’s sons 

Shall qmt them on the Myrmidons, 

O’er Phthia and Myoen® reign, 

And humble Argos to their cham 
From Troy’s fair stock shall Cssar rise, 
The limits of whose victories 
Are ocean, of his fame the skies ; 


Ro me’s sons, the nation of the jg agt 
So stands my will There comes a day. 
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Great Julius, proud that style to bear, 

In name and blood lulus’ heir. 

Him, at the appointed time, increased 
With plunder from the conquered Bast, 
Thme arms shall 'U'clcome to the sky. 

And worshippers shall find him nigh. 

\ Tbcn battles o’er the world shall cease, 
Harsh times shall mellow mto peace 
Then Vesta, Baith, Quirmus, joined 
With brother Remus, rule mankind 
Gnm iron bolt and massy bar 
Shall close the dreadful gates of War 
Withm unnatural Rage confined, 

Bast bound with manacles behind. 

His dark head pillowed on a heap 
Of clanking armour, not in sleep. 

Shall gnash his savage teeth, and roar 
Brora lips incamadmod with gore.’ 

He said, and hastes from heaven to send 
The son of Maia down , 

. Bids Carthago open to befriend 

The Teuenans, realm and town. 

Lost Dido, ignorant of fate, 

Should drive the wanderers from her gate. 
Swift Mercury cuts with plumy oar 
The sky, and lights on Libya’s shore. 

At once he does the Sire’s behest. 

Each Tyrian smooths his rugged breast. 
And chief the queen has thoughts of grace 
And pity to the Tencnan. race. 

But good .^neas, through the night 
Revolving many a care. 

Determines with the dawn of hght 
Forth from the port to fere, 
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Explore tbe stranger clime, and find] 

What land is his, by stress of wind, 

By what inhabitants possessed 
(For waste he sees it), man or beast, I 
And back the tidings bear 
Within a hollowed rock’s retreat. 

Deep in the wood, he hides his fleet, 
Defended by a leafy screen 
Of forestry and quivering green : 

Then with,Aehates moves along, 

Wielding two spears, steel-tipped and strong 
When in the bosom of the wood 
Before him, lo, his mother stood, 

111 mien and gear a Spartan maid. 

Or like Harpalyce arrayed, 

Who tires fleet coursers in the chase. 

And heads the swiftest streams of Thraco 
Slung from her shoulders hangs a bow , 
Loose to the wind her tresses flow ; 

Bare was her knee ; her mantle’s fold 
The gathering of a knot controlled 
And ‘ Saw yc, youths,’ she asks them, ‘ say, 
One of my sisters here astray, 

A silvan quiver at her side. 

And for a scarf a lynx’s hide. 

Or pressing on the wild boar’s track 
With upraised dart and voiceful pack ? ’ 

Thus Venu s : Venus’ son replied ; 

‘ Ifo sister we of thine have spied • 

What name to call thee, beauteous maid ^ 
That look, that voice the God betrayed j 
Can it be Phoebus’ sister bright. 

Or some fair Nymph, has crossed our sight P 
Be gracious, whosoe’er thou art, 

And lift this burden from our heart ; 
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Instrnct us, ’neaili wbat sky at last, 

Upon what shore, onr lot is east ; 

We wander here, by tempest blown, 

The people and the place unknown 
0 say ' and many a victim’s life 
Before thy shrine shall stain my knife ’ 

Then Venus ‘ Nay, I would not claim 
A goddess’ venerable name 
The biihkins and the bow I bear 
Are but what 'lynan maidens wear 
The Punic state is this you see, 

Agenor’s Tynan colony 

But all around the Libyans dwell, 

A race in war untamed and lell. 

The sceptre here queen Dido sways, 

Who fled from Tyro in other days, 

To ’scape a brother’s frenzy long 
And dark the story of her wrong , 

To thread each tangle time would fail. 

So learn the summits of the tale 
Sycheeua was her husband once. 

The wealthiest of Phoinicin’s sons 
She loved him , nor her sire denied. 

But made her his, a virgin bride 
But soon there filled the ruler's place 
Her brother, worst of human race, 
Pygmalion • ’twixt the kinsmen came 
Pierce hatred, like a withering flame. 
With avarice blind, by stealthy blow 
The monster laid Sycheeus low, 

E’en at the altar, recking nought 
What passion in his sister wrought ■ 
Long time he hid the foul offence, 

And, feigning many a base pretence, 
Beguiled her love-sick innocence. 
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Bat, as she slept, before her eyes 
She saw m pallid ghastly gnise 
Her lord’s unbaried semblance rise ; 

The mnrderoas altar he revealed, 

The death-wound, gaping and unhealed, 

And all the crime the house concealed 
Then bids her fly without delay. 

And shows, to aid her on her way. 

His buned treasures, stores untold 
Of silver and of massy gold. 

She heard, and, quickened by aflright, 

Piovides her friends and 

Each malcontent her summons hears. 

Who hates the tyrant, or who fears , 

The ships that in the haven rode 
They seize, and with the treasures load 
J’ygmalion’s stores o’er ocean speed. 

And woman’s daring wiought the deed. 

The spot they reached where now your eyes 
See Carthage-towers in beauty nso 
There bought them soil, such space of ground 
As one bull’s hide could compass round , 

There fixed their site , and Byrsa’s name 
Preserves tlie action fresh m fame. 

But who are you P to whom albed ? 

Whence bound and whither ? ’ Deep he sighed. 
And thus with labouring speech replied 

‘ Pair Goddess ! should thy suppliants show 
Prom first to last their tale of woe. 

Or ere it ceased the day were done. 

And closed the palace of the sun. 

We from old Troy, if Tynan ear 
Have chanced the name of Troy to hear, 
Dnven o'er all seas, are thrown at last 
On Libya’s coast by chance-sent blast, 
o 
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^neas I, who bear on board 
My home-godfi, reaoaed from the sword • 
Mon call me good ; and vulgar fame 
Above die stars exalts my name 

^ y quest is Italy, the place 

lat nursed my Jove-descended race 
My ships were twenty when I gave 
My fortunes to the Phrygian wave , 

My goddess-mother lent me light. 

And oracles prescnlied my flight 
And now scarce seven survive the strain 
Of boisterous wind and billowy main. 

1 wander o’er yonr Libyan waste, 

From Europe and from Asia chased, 
Unfriended and unknown ’ No more 
His plaint of anguish V enns bore. 

But interrupts ere yet ’t is o’er 

‘ JTOiw 'er yww icn.% 1 iswiMiiy# iiWiiv 
Unloved of heaven yon drink the beam 
Of sunlight, else had never Pate 
Conveyed you to a Tynan’s gate 
Take heart and follow on the road,. 

Still making for the queen’s abode 
You yet shall witness, mark my word. 

Tour friends returned, your fleet restored ; 
The winds are changed, and all aro brought 
To port, or augury is naught, 

And vam the lore my parents taught 
Mark those twelve swans that hold their way 
In seemly jubilant array. 

Whom late, down swooping from on high, 
Jove’s eagle scattered throngh the sky 
Now see them o’er the land extend 
Or hover, ready to descend • 

They, rallying, sport on noisy wing. 

And circle round the heaven, and sing : 
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E’en so jour ships, your msxtial tmn, 

Ebive gained the port, or stand to gain. 

Then pause not farther, bnt proceed 
Still following where the road shall lead.’ 

She turned, and flashed upon their new 
Her stately neck’s purpnreal hue , 

Ambrosial tresses round her head 
A more than earthly fragrance shed , 

Her falling robe her footprints swept. 

And showed the goddess as she stept ; 

While he, at length his mother known, 

Pursues her with complaining tone • 

‘ And art thou cruel like the rest P 

Why cheat so oft thy son’s fond eyes ? 
Why cannot hand 111 hand be pressed. 

And speech exchanged without disguise ''' ’ 
So ring the words of fond regret 
While toward the town his lace is set 
But Venus either traveller shrouds 
With thickest panoply of elonds. 

That none may see them, touch, nor stay, 

Nor, idly asking, bieod delay. 

Sho through the sky to Paphos moves. 

And seeks the temple of her loves, 

Where from a hundred altars rise 
Bich steam and flowerets’ odorous sighs 

Meantime, the path itself their cine, 

With speed their journey they pursue , 

And now they climb the hill, whose frown 
On the tall towers looks lowenngdown. 

And beetles o’er the fronting town 
.^ueas marvelhng views the pile 
Of stately structures, huts erewhile. 
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Marvelling, the lofty gates snrveys, 

The pavements, and the loud highways. 

On press the Tyrians, each and all ; 

Some raise aloft the mty’s wall, 

Or at the fortress’ base of rock 
Toil, heaving np the granite block 
While some for dwellings mark the ground, 
Select a site and trench it ronnd. 

Or choose the rnlers and the law, 

And the yonng senate clothe with awe 
They hollow ont the haven , they 
The theati'c’s foundations lay. 

And fashion fiom the quarry’s sido 
Tall eolnrans, germs of scenic pnde. 

So bees, when spnng-time is begun, 

Plv their warm labour in tlio smi, 

Wliat time along tlio flowery mead 
Their nation’s infant hope they lead , 

Or with clear honey charge each coll, 

And make the hive with sweetnesR swell, 
The workers of their loads relieve. 

Or chase the drones that gorge and thieve 
With toil the busy scene feniients, 

And fragrance breathes from thymy seents 
‘ 0 happy they,’ .®noa8 ones, 

As to the roofs he bfts his oyes, 

‘ Whose promised walls already rise ' ’ 

Then enters ’neath Ins misty screen. 

And threads the crowd, of all niiseen 

Midway within the city stood 
A spreading grove of hallowed wood, 

The spot where first the Pimic train, 
liVesh from the shock of storm and mam. 

The token Juno had foretold 
Dug np, the head of charger bold ; 
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Sign of a nation formed for strife 
And bom to years of plenteous life 
A temple there began to tower 
To Juno, nob with many a dower 
Of human wealth and heavenly power, 

The oblation of the queen • 

Brass was the threshold of the gate, 

The posts were sheathed with brazen plate. 
And brass the valves between. 

First ill that spot once more appears 
A sight to soothe the traveller’s fears. 
Illumes with hope ABneas’ eye. 

And bids him trust bis destiny 
As, waiting for the queen, he gazed 
Around the fane with eyes upraised, 

Much marvelling at a lot so blessed. 

At art by rival hands expressed. 

And labour’s mastery confessed, 

0 wonder < there is Ilium's war, 

And all those battles blazed afar 
Here stands Atndes, Priam here, 

And chafed Achilles, either’s fear 
He starts the tears ram fast and hot 
And ‘ Is there, friend,’ he ones, ‘ a spot 
That knows not Troy’s unhappy lot ** 

Sec Priam ' aye, praise waits on worth 
E’en in this corner of the earth ; 

E'en here the tear of pity springs. 

And hearts are touched by human things. 
Dismiss your fear ■ we sure may claim 
To find some safety m our fame ’ 

He said , and feeds his hungry heart 
With shapes of unsubstantial art, 

In fond remembrance groaning deep, 

While bnny floods his visage steep 
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There spreads and broadens on his sight 
The portraiture of Greece in flight, 

Pressed by the Trojan youth , while hero 
Troy flies, Achilles in her rear 
Not fur removed with tears he knows 
The tents of Ehesus, white as snows, 

Through which, by sleep’s first breath betraj ed, 
Tydidcs makes his murderous raid. 

And camp-ward drives the fiery brood 

Of ooursers, oro on Trojan food 

They browse, or drink of Xaiithus’ flood. 

Here Troilua, shield and lance let go. 

Poor youth, Achilles’ ill-matclied foe, 

Pallen backward from the chariot seat. 

Whirls on, yot clinging by his feet. 

Still grasps the reins - his hair, his nook 
Trail o’er the gi-ound in helpless wrei k. 

And the loose spear ho wont to wield 
Makes dusty scoring on the field. 

Meantime to partial Pallas’ fane 
Moved with slow steps a matron tram , 

With smitten breasts, dishevcllod, pale. 
Beseechingly they bore the veil • 

She motionless as stone remained. 

Her cruel eyes to earth enchained. 

Thnoe, to Achilles’ chariot bound, 

Had Hector circled Bium round. 

And now the satiate victor sold 
His mangled enemy for gold 
Deep groaned the gazer to survey 
The spoils, the arms, the lifeless clay, 

And Priam, with weak hands outspread 
In piteous pleading for the dead, 

Himsdf too in the press he knows, 

Mixed with the foremost line of foes. 

And swarthy Memnon, armed for war, 

With followers from the morning star. 
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Penthesilea leads afield 

The sisters of the moony shield, ' 

One naked breast couspicnous shown, 

By looping of her golden zone, 

And burns with all the battle’s heat, 

A maid, the shock of men to meet. 

While thus with passionate amaze 
JBneas stood in one set gaze, 

Queen Dido with a warrior train 
In bea«.Jy*a^ride approached the fane 
As when upon Enrotas’ banks 
Ot Cynthua' tummits high 
Diana leads the Oread ranks 
In chonc revehy, 

dirt with her quiver, sti-aight and tall. 
Though all be gods, she towers o'er all 
Latona’s mdd maternal eyes 
Beam with unspoken ecstasies 
So Dido looked ; so ’mid the throng 
With joyous step she moved along. 

As pressing on to antedate 

The birthday of her nascent state 

Then, ’neath the temple’s roofing shell, 

On stairs tliat mount the inner cell, 

Tln-oued on a chair of queenly state, 
Hemmed round by ghttenng arms, she sate 
Thus circled by religious awe 
She gives the gathered people law. 

By chance-drawn lot or studious care 
Assigning each his labour’s share. 

When lo ! a concourse to the fane • 

He looks amid the shouting tram 
Lost Antheus and Sergestns pressed, 

And brave Oloanthus, and the rest, 

Driven by fierce gales the water o’er, 

Aud lauded on a difibrent shore. 
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ARtonnded stand tirixt fear and J07 
AcLates and tbe chief of Troy 
They hum to hail them and salute, 

Bui wildenn^ wonder keeps them mute. 

So, peering through their cloudy screen. 

They strive the broken tale to glean, 

Where rest the vessels and the crew, 

And wherefoi'e thus they come to sue • 
yor every ship her chicl had sent, 

And clamouring towards the fane they went. 

Then, andieiiee giaiiteil hj' the queen, 
Ilioncus spoke with placid mien 
‘ Lady, whom gracious dove has willed 
A oily 111 the waste to build, 

And tiinids of savage temper scbool 
Bv justice’ hnmamzing rule. 

Wo, tempest-tost on every wave. 

Poor Trojans, your compassion crave 
From hideous flame our barks to save ■ 

( Commiserate our wi’otched case. 

And war not on a pious race 
We come not, we, to spoil and slay 
Youv Libyan households, sweep the prey 
Oil' lo the hliore, then haste away 
Meek grows the heart by misery cowed, 

! And vanquished souls am not so proud. 

A land there is, by Greece of old 
Known as Hespena, rich its mould. 

Its children brave and free 
(Enotnans were its planters : P’amc 
How gives the race their leader’s name, 

And calls it Italy. 

There lay our course, when, gnef to tell, 
Orion, nsing with a swell. 
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Hurled ns on shoals, and scattered wide 
O’er pathless rocks along the tide 
’Mid swirling billows thence our crew 
Dnfts to yonr coast, a rescued few. 

Wliat tribe of human kind is lieie P 
What barbarous region yields such cheer “ 
E’en the cold welcome of the sand 
To travellers is barred and banned 
Ere earth we touch, they draw the sword, 
And drive us from the bare sea-board 
If men and moiial arms ye slight, 

Know there are Gods who watch o'er nght 
»Eneas was our king, than who 
The breath of being none e’er drew, 

More brave, more pious, or more true 
If ho still looks upon the sun, 

Ko spectre yet, our fears are done, 

Nor need }’ou doubt to assume the lead 
Is Nrsirj' ^'li' dsfv} 

Sicihii too, no niggard field, 

Has towns to hold us, arms to shield, 

And king Aoestes, brave and good. 

In heart a Tro]an, as in blood 
Give leave to draw our ships ashore, 

There smooth the plank and shape the oar 
So, should our friends, our king survive, 
For Italy we yet may strive 
But, if our hopes are quenched, and thee. 
Best father of the sons of Troy, 

Death hides beneath the Libyan sea. 

Nor spares to us thy princely boy, 

Tet may we seek Sicania’s land, 

Her mansions ready to our hand, 

And dwell where we were guests so late. 
The subjects of Acostes’ state ’ 
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So spoke nionens • and the rest 
With shoats their lond assent expressed. 

Then, looking downward, Dido said • 

‘ Discharge yon, Trojans, of your dread 
An infant realm and fortune hard 
Compel me thus ray shores to guard 
Who knows not of Eneas’ name, 

Of Troy, her fortune and her fame. 

And that devouniig war ? 

Oar Panic breasts have more of hre. 

Nor all so retrograde from Tyro 
Doth Phoebus yoke his car 
Whato’er your choice, the Hesperian plai 
Or Eryx and Acesti's’ reign, 

My arms shall guard you in your way, 
My treasuries your needs purvey 
Or would a home on Libya’s shores 
Allure yon more ^ this town is yours 
Lay up your vessels Tyre and Troy 
Alike shall Dido’s thoughts employ 
, And would we had your monarch too. 
Driven hither by the blast, like you, 

The great jEneas > I will send 
And search the coast from end to end, 

If haply, wandermg up and down. 

He bide in woodland or m town ’ 

In breathless eagerness of joy 
Achates and the chief of Troy 
Were yearning long the cloud to burst : 
And thus Achates spoke the first : 

‘ What now, my chief, the thonghts that 
Within you ? see, before your eyes 
Your fleet, jour friends restored , 
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Save one, who sank beneath the tide 
E’en in our presence ; all beside 
Confirms yonr mother’s word.’ 


Scarce had he said, the mist gives way 
And purges bnghtonmg into day , 

^neas stood, to sight confest, 

A very God in face and chest . 

For Venus round her clai ling’s head 
A length of clustering locks held spiead. 
Crowned him with youth’s pnrpure.il light, 
And made Ins eyes gleam glad and bi iglit . 
Such loveliness the hands of art 
To ivory’s native hues impart 
So 'mid the gold around it |>laced 
Shines silver pale or marble chaste 
Then in a moment, unforeseen 
Of all, he thus bespeaks the gueeii 
‘ Lo, him yon ask for ' I am he, 

^neas, saved from Libya’s sea 
0, only heart that deigns to mourn 
For Ilium’s cruel e.aro t 
That bids e’en us, poor relics, tom 
From Danaan fury, all outworn 
By earth and ocean, all forlorn, 

Its home, its city share ! 

We cannot thank you; no, nor they, 

Our brethren of the Dardan race. 

Who, dnven from their ancestral place, 
Throughout the wide world stray. 

May Heaven, if virtue claim its thought, 

If justice yet avail for aught, 

Heaven, and the sense of conscious right, 
With worthier meed your acts requito ! 
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What happy ages gave you birth ^ 

What glorious sires beg^t such worth ? 
While rivers run into the deep, 

While shadows o’er the hdlside sweep, 
While stars in heaven’s fair pasture graze, 
Shall live your honour, name, and praise, 
Whate’er mj’’ destined home ’ He ends, 
And turns him to his Trojan friends , 
Ilioncus with his right hand greets, 

And with the loft Sorestus meets , 

Then to the rest like welcome gave, 

Brave Gyas and Cloaiithus bravo 


Thus as she listened, first his mien, 
His sorrow next, entranced the queen. 
And ‘ Say,’ ones she, ‘ what cruel wrong 
Pursued you, goddess-born, so long P 
What violence has your navy driven 
On this rude coast, of all ’neatb heaven 
And are you lie, on Simois’ shore 
Whom Venus to Anchises bore, 

^neas Well I mmd the name. 

Since Teucer first to Sidon came. 

Driven fioni Ins home, in hope to gain 
By Belus’ aid another reign, 

What time my father ruled the land 
Of Cyprus with a conqueror’s hand 
Then first the fall of Troy I knew, 

And heard of Grecia’s kings, and you. 
Oft, I remember, would he glow 
In praise of Troy, albeit her foe , 

Oft would he boast, with generous pnde. 
Himself to Troy’s old line allied. 

Then enter, chiefs, these friendly doors , 
I too have had my fate, like yours, 
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Which, many a suffering overpast. 

Has willed to fix me here at last 
Myself not ignorant of woe. 

Compassion I have learned to show.’ 

She speaks, and speaking leads the way 
To where her palace stands, 

And through the fanes a solemn day 
Of sacrifice commands 
Nor yet unmindful of his friends. 

Her bounty to the shore she scuds, 

A hundred biistly swine, 

A liHid of twenty beeves, of lambs 
A huiidiod, with their fleecy dams. 

And spirit-cheeimg wine. 

And now the palace they array 
With all the state that kings display, 

.Vnd through the central breadth of hall 
Prepare tho sumptuous festival 
TJiere, wrought with many a tair design. 

Rich coverlets of purjile shine • 

Hnght silver loads the boards, and gold 
Where deeds of hero-sires are told, 

From chief to chief in sequence drawn. 

E’en from proud Sidon’s earliest dawn 

Meantime JEncas, loth to lose 
The father in the king, 

Scuds down Achates to hw crews : 

‘ Haste, to Ascanius bear the news, 

Himself to Carthage bring ’ 

A father’s care, a father’s joy 
All centre m the darling boy. 

Rich presents too he bids be bronght, 

Scarce saved when Troy’s last fight was fought, 
A pall with stiffenmg gold mwronght. 
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A veil, the marvel of the loom, 

Edged with acanthus’ saffron bloom , 
These Leda once to Helen gave, 

And Helen from Mycenae bore. 
What tune to Troy she crossed the wave 
With that her nnblesscd paramour , 
The sceptre Priam’s eldest fair, 

Ihone, was wont to bear ; 

Her necklace, and her coronet 
With gold and gems in circle set 
Such mandate hastening to obey, 

Achates takes hia shore-ward waj 

But Cytherea’s anxious mind 
New arts, new stratagems designed 
That Cupid, changed in mien and face, 
Should eouio in sweet Ascaiiius’ place, 
Fire with his gifts the royal dame, 

Ami (irreifti eai?A Aeupiirg- ntfit flamir 
The palace ot deceit she fears. 

The double tongues of Tjtc , 

Fell .luno’s foim at niirht appears. 

And burns her like a hre 
So to her will she seeks to move 
The winged deity of Love 
‘ My son, my strength, my virtue boi n, 
Who laugh’st Jove’s Titan bolts to siorn, 
To thee for succonr I repair. 

And breathe tho voice of suppliant juaver 
How Jimo drives from coast to coast 
Thy Trojan brother, this thou know'st, 
And oft hast bid thy sorrows flow 
With mine in pity of his woe 
Him now this Tynan entertains. 

And with soft speech his stay constrains 
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Bat I, I caanot brook witb ease 
Junonian hospitalities ; 

Nor, where our fortunes Mng^ and turn, 

Can she long rest in unconcern 
Fain would I first ensnare the dame, 

And wrap her leaguered heart in flame. 

So, ere she change by power malign, 

Eneas’ love shall bind her mme 
Such triumph how thou mayst achieve. 

The issue of my thought receive 
To Sidon’s town the princely heir. 

The darling raotiv e of my care, 

Seta out at summons of his sue. 

With presents, saved iioni flood and fire. 
Hun, in the bands of slumber tied. 

In high Cythera I will hide, 

Or blest Idaha, safe and far. 

Lest he perceive the plot, or mar. 

Thou for one night supply his room. 

Thyself a boj , (he boy assumo , 

That when the queen, with rapture glow mg. 
While boai'ds blaze rich, and wine is flowing. 
Shall make thee nestle in her breast. 

And to thy lips her lips are prest, 

The stealthy plague thou ui.iyst inspire, 

And thrill her with contagious firo ’ 


Young Love obeyed, his plumage stripped, 
And, laughing, like lulus tripped 
But Venus ou her grandson stroivs 
The dewy softness of repose, 

And laps him in her robe, and bears 
To tall Iduha’b fragrant airs. 

Where soft amaraous receives 
And gently curtains him with leaves 
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Wliile Cupid, tutored to o'bey, 

Beside Achates takes his way. 

And bears the presents, blithe and gay. 
Arii\ed, ho finds the Tynan queen 
On tapestry laid of gorgeous sheen. 

In central place, her guests between 
There lies .^iEnous, there his train, 

All stretched at ease on purple gram 
Slaves o’er their hands cleai water pour. 

Deal round the breiul from basket-stope. 

And napkins thick with wool 
Within full fifty maids supply 
Fresh food, and make the hearths blaze high . 
A hundred more of equal age, 

I'lacli with her fellow, girl and page, 

Seivc to the gathered company 
The meats and goblets full 
The invited Tynans throng the hall, 

And on the broidered couclies fall 
Tliey marvel as the gifts they v lew, 

They marvel at the bmiger too, 

The features where the God shmes through. 
The tones his mimic voice assumes, 

The pall, the veil with salfroii blooms 
But chiefly Dido, doomed to ill, 

Her soul with gazing cannot fill, 

And, kindling with delirious fixes, 

Admires the hoy, the gifts admires 
He, having hung a httle space 
Clasped in .iEiieas’ warm embrace 
And satisfied the fond desire 
Of tliat bis counterfeited sire, 

Turns him to Dido. Heart and eye 
She clings, she cleaves, she makes him he 
Lapped m her breast, nor knowg, lost fair, 
How dire a God sits heavy there. 
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But he, too studioas to fulfil 
His Acidalian mother’s will, 

Begins to cancel trace by trace 
The imprint of Sychasns’ face. 

And bids a living passion steal 
On senses long unused to feel. 

Soon as the feast begins to lull. 

And boards are cleared away, 

They place the bowls, all bnmming full, 

And wreathe with garlands gny 
Up to the rafters mounts the din, 

And voices swell and heave within 
From the gilt roof hang cressets bright, 

And ilambcau-fires put out the night 
The queen gives charge a cup is brought 
With massy gold and jewels wrought, 

Whence ancient Bolus quafied his wini', 

And all the kings of Bolus’ hue 

Then Silence reigns ‘ Great Jove, who know’st 

The mutual rights of guest and host, 

0 make this day a day of joy 
Alike to Tyre and wandering Troy, 

And may our children’s rhildrcn feel 
The blessing of the bond we seal ' 

Be Bacchus, giver of glad cliecr, 

And bounteous Juno, present here ' 

And, Tynans, yon with frank good will 
Our conrtcons purposes fulfil ’ 

She spoke, and on the festal board 
The meed of due libation poured, 

Touched with her lip the goblet’s edge. 

Then ohallcnged Bitias to the pledge 
He grasped the cup with eager hold, 

And di'enchcd him with the foaming gold. 

D 
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Tlie rest sncceed lopas takes 
Kis glided lyre, its chords awakes, 

The loug-haired bard, rehearsing sweet 
The descant learned at Atlas’ feet 
He Bings the wanderings of tlie moon. 

The sun eclipsed in deathly swoon. 

Whence human kind and cattle came, 

And whence the ram-spout and the flame, 
Arcturus and the two bright liears, 

And Hyads weeping showery tears, 

Why winter suns so swiftly go. 

And why the weary nights more slow 
Witli plaudits Tyre tho minstrel greets. 

And Troy the lend acclaim repeats 
And now discourse sncceods to song 
Poor Dido makes the gay night long, 

Still drinking love-draughts, deep and strong . 
Much of great Priam asks the dame, 
dfliicb of his greater son • 

2^ow of Tyihdes’ steeds of flame, 

Ifow in what armour Memnon came. 

Now how Achilles shone 
‘Nay, guest,’ she cries, ‘vouchsafe a space 
The tale of Danaau fraud to trace. 

The dire misfortunes of your race. 

These wanderings of your ow n 
Por since you first ’gan wander o’er 
Ton homeless world of sea and shore, 

Seven summers nigh have flown ’ 
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Each ej o was fixed, each lip compressed, 
'NVlien thus began the heroic guest 

‘ Too cruel, lady, is the pain 
You hid me thus revive again , 

How lofty Ilium’s throne august 
Was laid by Greece in piteous dust, 

The woes I saw with these sad eyne. 

The deeds whereof large part was mine 
What Argive, when the tnle were told, 

What Myrmidon of sternest mould. 

What foe from Ithaca could hear. 

And grudge the ti ibute of a tear P 
How dews precipitate the night. 

And setting stars to rest invito : 

Yet, if so keeu your zeal to know 
In brief the tale of Troy’s last woe. 

Though memoiy shrinks with backward start. 
And sends a shudder to my heart, 

I take the word. 


Worn down by wars, 

Long beating ’gainst Fate’s dungeon-bars, 
As year kept chasing year. 

The Danaan chiefs, with cunning given 
By Pallas, mountain-high to heaven 
A giant horse uprear, 

D 2 
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And 'with compacted beams of pine 
The texture of its ribs entwine. 

A vow for their return they feign 
So runs the tale, and spreads amain. 
There m the monster’s cavernous side 
Huge frames of chosen chiefs they hide, 
And steel-clad soldiery finds room 
Within that dcath-prodncing womb 


An isle there lies in Ilium’s .sight, 

And Tenedos its name, 

While Pnam’s fortune yet was bright. 
Known for its wealth to fame 
Now all has dwindled to a bay, 

Where ships in treacherous shelter stay 
Thither they sail, and hide their host 
Along its desolated coast 
We thought them to Mycenae flown. 

And rescued Troy forgets to groan 
Wide stand the gates what joy to go 
The Donan camp to see. 

The land disburthened of the foe. 

The shore from vessels free ' 

There pitched Thessalia’s squadron, there 
Achilles’ tent -was set ■ 

There, drawn on land, their navies wore. 
And there the battle met. 

Some on Minerva’s ofienng gaze. 

And view its bulk with strange amaze 
And first Thyracctes loudly calls 
To drag the steed within our walls. 

Or by suggestion from the foe. 

Or Troy’s ill fate had willed it so. 

But Capys and the wiser kind 
Surmised the snare that lurked behind 
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To drown it in the whelming tide, 

Or set the fire-brand to its side, 
Their sentence is . or else to bore 
Its caverns, and their depths explore, 
In wild confusion sways the crowd : 
Each takes his side and all are loud. 


Girt with a throng of Ilium’s sons, 

Down from the tower Laocoon runs, 

And, ‘ Wretched countrymen,’ he cries, 

‘ What monstrous madness blinds your eyes P 
Tluiik you your enemies removed P 
Gome presents without wrong 
h'rom Danaans ? have you thus approved 
Ulysses, known so long P 
Perchance — who knows P — the bulk we see 
Conceals a Grecian enemy. 

Or 't IS a pile to o’erlook tho town. 

And pour from high invaders down, 

Or fraud lurks somewhere to destroy • 
Mistrust, mistrust it, men of Troy ' 

Whate’er it be, a Greek I fear. 

Though presents in his hand he bear.’ 

He spoke, and with his arm’s full force 
Straight at the belly of the horse 
His mighty spear he cast : 

(juivering it stood ; the sharp rebound 
Shook the huge monster : and a sound 
Through all its caverns passed. 

And then, had fate our weal designed 
Hor given ns a perverted mind, 

Then had he moved us to deface 
The Greeks’ accursed lurking-place. 

And Troy had been abiding still. 

And Pnam’s tower yet crowned the hUl. 
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Now Dardan swains before the 
With clamorons demonstration bring. 

His hands fast bonnd, a youth unknown, 
Across their casual pathway thrown 
By cunning purpose of his own, 

If so his simulated speech 

For Greece the walla of Troy might breac-Ii, 

Nerved by strong courage to defy 

The worst, and gam his end or die 

The curious Trojans round him flock 

With rival zeal a foe to mock 

Now listen while my tongue declart'S 

The tale you ask of Danaan snares, 

And gather from a single charge 
Their catalogue of crimes at largo 
There as ho stands, confused, nnanncil. 

Like helpless innocence alarmed. 

His wistful eyes on all sides throws. 

And sees that all around are foes, 

‘ What land,’ he ones, ‘ what sea is left, 

To hold a wretch of country reft, 

Driven out from Greece, while savage Troy 
Demands my blood with clamorous joy ‘t ’ 
That anguish put our rage to flight. 

And stayed each band in act to smite • 

Wc bid him name and race declare. 

And say why Troy her prize should sjiarc. 
Then by degrees he laid aside 
His fear, and presently replied . 

‘ Truth, gracious king, is all I speak, 

And first I own my nation Greek • 

No ; Smon may be Fortune’s slave ; 

She shall not make him liar or knave. 

If haply to your ears e’er came 
Belidan. Palamedes’ name. 

Borne by the tearful voice of Fame, 
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"Whom erst, by false impeachment sped, 
Maligned because for peace be pled, 

Greece gave to death, now mourns him dead, — 
His kinsman T, while yet a boy, 

Sent by a iioedy sire to Troy 
While he yet stood m kingly state, 

’Mid brother kings in council great. 

I too had power bnt when he died. 

By false Ulysses’ spite belied 

(The tale is known), from that pioud 1 Ligln. 

I sank to wretchedness and night. 

And brooded in my dolorous gloom 
Oil that my guiltless kinsman’s dooni 
Not all in silence , no, I swore. 

Should Fortune bring me home once ivirt, 

My vengeance should redress his fate. 

And speech engendoicd c,inkeroiis l.i.c 
Thence dates niy fall Ulysses thciin 
Still scared me with some ficsli pretence 
With cliance-dropt words the pcojile tiiod. 
Sought means of hurt, intrigued, conspired 
Nor did the glow of hatred cool. 

Till, wielding Calchas as his tool — 

But why a tedious talc repeat. 

To stay you from your morsel sweet ■ 

If all are equal, Greek and Greek, 

Enough ; your tardy vengeance wie.ik. 

My death will Ithacus delight. 

And Atrous’ sons the boon requite ’ 

We press, we yearn the truth to know, 

Nor dream how doubly base our I'oe 
He, faltering still and overawed, 

Takes up the unfinished web of fraud 
‘ Oft had wo planned to leave yoni shore. 

Nor tempt the weaiy conflict moie. 
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0, had we done it ' sea and sky * 

Seared, ns as oft, in act to fly • 

13iit chiefly when completed stood 
This horse, compact of maple wood, 
h’lerce thunders, pealing in onr oars. 
Proclaimed the turmoil of the spheres 
Perplexed, Euryjiylns we send 
To question what the fates portend. 

And he from Phoebus’ an iul shrine 
111 mgs hack the words of doom divine : 

‘ With blood TO pacified the gales, 

E’en with a virgin slain, 

Wlioii first ye Danaans spread your sails, 
The shores of Troy to gain 
With blood y'e your return must buy 
A Greek must at the altar die.’ 

That sentence ivached the public ear, 

And bred the dull amaze of fear 
Through oveiy heart a sfi odder laii, 

‘ Apollo’s viftiiii — who the man ? ’ 

Ulysses, turbulent and lend, 

Drags Calchas forth before the crow'd, 

And questions what the immortals mean, 
Which way these dubious licckoiiiiigs lean • 
E en then wore some discerned my foe, 

And silent watched the coming blow 
Ten days the seer, wilh bated breath, 
liestraiiied the utterance big with death ■ 
O’erbome at last, the word agreed 
He speaks, and deslmes me to bleed. 

All gave a sigh, as men set free, 

And hailed the doom, content to see 
The bolt that threatened each alike 
One solitary victim strike. 

The death-day came the priests prepare 
Salt cakes, and fillets for my hair ; 
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I fled, I own it, from the knife, 

I broke bands and ran for life, 

And in a mariBh lay that night, 

Wliile they should sail, if sail they might. 
No longer have I hope, ah me ' 

My ancient fatherland to see. 

Or look on those my eyes desire. 

My darling sons, my grey-haired sire 
Perhaps my butchers may requite 
Ou their dear heads my traitorous flight, 
And make their wretched lives atone 
F or this, the single crime I own 
0, by the Gods, who all things view, 

And know the false man from the true, 

Py sacred Faith, if Faith remain 
With mortal men pieserved from stain. 
Show grace to innocence forlorn. 

Show grace to woes unduly borno ' ’ 

Moved by his tears, wc lot liira live, 

And pity crowns the boon we give : 

King Pnain bids unloose his cords, 

And soothes the wi'ctcli with kindly woid.s . 
‘ Whoe’er you arc, henceforth resign 
All tliought of Greece . be Troy’s and mine 
Now toll me trutli, for what intent 
This fabric of the horse was meant ; 

An ofl'ei'ing to your heavenly liege ? 

An engine foi' assault or stuge ? ’ 

Theu, schooled in all Pelasgian shifts. 

His unbound hands to heaven he lifts : 

‘ Ye slumberless, inviolate fires, 

And the dread awe your name inspires ' 

Ye murderous altars, which I fled ! 

Ye fillets that adoi ned iny head ' 



42 


THE ^NEID. 


Bc>ar witness, and behold me free 
To break my Grecian fealty ; 

To hate the Greeks, and bring to light 
The counsels they would hide m night, 
Unchecked by all that once could bind, 
All claims of country or of kind 
Thou, Troy, remember ne’er to swerve, 
Preserved thyself, thy faith preserve. 

If true the story I relate. 

If these, my pirimpt returns, bo great 


‘ The warlike hopes of Greece were stayed, 
E’en from the hrst, on Pallas’ aid 
But since Tydides, impious man, 

And foul Ulysses, bom to plan. 

Dragged with red liands, the sentry slam. 

Her fateful image from your fane, 

Her chaste locks touched, and stamed with 
gore 

The virgin coronal she wore, 

Thenceforth the tide of forlnne changed. 

And Greece grew weak, her queen estranged 
Nor dulnoua were the signs of ill 
That showed the goddess’ altered will. 

The image scarce in camp was set, 

Out burst big drops of saltest sweat 
O’er all her limbs her eyes upraised 
With minatory lightnings blazed ; 

And tbnee untouched from earth she sprang 
With quivering spear and buckler’s clang. 

‘ Back o’er the ocean ! ' Calchas ones • 

‘ We shall not make Tioy’s toivu our prize, 
Unless at Argos’ sacred seat 
Our former omens we repeat, 
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And bring once more tlie grace we brought 
Wben first these shores our navy sought.’ 
So now for Greece they cwss the wave, 
Presh blessings on their arms to crave, 
Thence to return, so Calclias rules, 
TJnlookod for, eie your wonder cools. 
Premonished first, this frame Ihey plaiiucd 
111 your Palladium’s stead to stand, 

An image for an image given 
To pacify offended Heaven 
But Calchas hade them rear it high 
With timhc’is mounting to the shy, 

That none might drag within the gate 
This new Palladium of ionr slate 
For, said he, if your hands profaned 
The giH for Pallas’ self oidaiiicd. 

Dire havoc — grant, ye powers, thai first 
That fate be bis ’ — on Troy should burst : 
But if, in glad jiroeossion haled 
By tho.so yonr hands, your walls ii scalod, 
Then Asia should our homes invade, 

And nnborn eaptiies mourn the raid ’ 

Such tale of pity, aptly feigned. 

Our credence for the peijurer gained. 

And tears, wrung out from fraudful eyes, 
Made ns, e’en ns, a villain’s prize, 

’Gainst whom not valiant Diomede, 

Nor Peleus’ Lavissasan seed, 

Nor ten years’ fighting could prevail, 

Nor navies of a thousand sail 

But ghastlier portents lay behind, 

Onr nnpropbi I le souls to blind. 

Laocoon, named as Neptune’s priest. 

Was offering up the victim beast, 
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When lo ! from Tenedos — I quail, 

E’en now, at telling of the tale — 

Two monstrous serpents stem the tide, 

And shoreward through the stillness glide. 
Amid the waves they rear their breasts. 

And toss on high their sanguine crests : 

The hind paji> coils along the deep. 

And undulates with sinuous sweep. 

The lashed spray echoes now they I’encli 
The inland belted by the beach. 

And rolling bloodshot eyes of fire. 

Dart their forked tongues, and hiss for ire. 
We fly distraught unswerving they 
Toward Laocoon hold their way ; 

First round his two young sous they wreathe, 
And grind their limbs with savage teeth : 
Then, as with arms he comes to aid. 

The wretched father they invade 
And twine iii giant folds tvnoe round 
Jiis stalwart wai.st their spires are y, ouiid. 
Twice round his neck, whilo over all 
, Their heads and crests tower high and tall 
He strains his strength their knots to tear. 
While gore and slime his fillets smear. 

And to the uiiregardful skies 
Sends up his agonizing cries : 

A wounded bull such nioamng makes. 

When from his neck the axe he shakes. 
Ill-aimed, and from the altar breaks 
The twin destroyers take their flight 
To Pallas’ temple on tlie height , 

There by tho goddess’ feet concealed 
They he, and nestle ’neath her shield. 

At once through Ilium’s hapless sons 
A shock of feverous horror runs 
All in Laocoon’s death-pangs read 
The just requital of his deed. 
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Who dared 4o harm with impious stroke 
Those ribs of consecrated oak 
‘ The image to its fane ! ’ they cry : 

‘ So soothe the offended deity ’ 

Each in the labour claims his share . 

The -walls are breached, the town laid bare • 
Wheels 'neath its feet are fixed to glide, 
And round its neck stout ropes are tied 
So climbs our wall that shape of doom, 
With battle quickening in its -womb. 

While youths and maidens sing glad songs, 
And joy to touch the harness-thongs 
It comcB, and, glancing terror down. 

Sweeps through the bosom of the town 
0 Eium, city of my love ' 

0 warlike home of powers above ' 

Four times ’twas on the threshold ‘•tayed • 
Four times the armour clashed and hrayed. 
Yet on wo press with passion blind. 

All forethought blotted from oui mmd, 

Till the dread monster wo install 
Within the temple’s tower-built wall 
E’en then Cassandra’s prescient voi^c 
Forewarned us of our fatal choice, 

That prescient voice, which Heaven decreed 
No sou of Troy should hear and heed 
Wo, careless souls, the city through. 

With festal boughs the fanes bestrew. 

And in such revelry employ 

The last, last day should shine on Troy 


Meantime Heaven shifts from light to gloom, 
And night ascends from Ocean’s womb. 
Involving in her shadow broad 
Earth, sky, and Myrmidoman fraud 
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And through the city, eteetched at will. 
Sleep the tired Trojans, and are still. 


And now from Tenedos set free 
The Greeks are sailing on the sea, 

Bound for the shore where erst they lay, 
Beneath the still moon’s friendly ray 
Wlicn in a moment leaps to sight 
On the king’s ship the signal light. 

And Sinon, screened by partial fate. 
Unlocks the piiie-wood prison’s gate 
The horse its charge to air restores. 

And forth the armeil invasion poui’S 
Thessander, Sthenelus, the hist. 

Slide down the rope Ulysses cuist, 
Thoas and Acainas are there. 

And great Pelidcs’ youthful heir, 
Machaon, Moiiclaus, last 
J'Jpous, who the plot forecast 
They seize the city, buried deep 
In floods of revelry and sleep, 

' Cut down the warders of the gates, 

And introduce their banded mates 


It was the hour when Heaven gives rest 
To weary man, the first and best 
Lo, as 1 slept, in saddest guise, 

The form of Hector seemed to rise. 

Full sorrow gushing from liis eyes 
All torn by dragging at the car. 

And black with gory dust of war, 

As once on earth, — ^his swoln feet bored. 
And festering from the inserted cord 
Ah I what a sight was there to view ' 

How altered from the man we knew, 
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Our Hector, wlio from day’s long toil 
Comes radiant in Acbilles’ spoil, 

Or with that red right hand, which casts 
The fires of Troy on Grecian masts ' 
Blood-clotted hung his beard and hair, 

And all those many wounds were there. 
Which on his gracious person fell 
Around the walls he loved so well. 

Methought I first the chief addressed, 

With tears like his, and lahourmg breast 
‘ O daystar of Dardanian land • 

0 fiuthfiil heart, unconquered hand ' 

What means this lingering ? from what shore 
Comes Hector to his home once more ^ 

Ah ' since we saw you, many a woe 
Has brought your fnends, your country low ; 
And weary eyes and aching brow 
Are ours that look upon you now ’ 

What cause has marred that clear calm mien, 
Or why those w'ounds, unclosed and grpim ’ 
He answers not, nor recks him anght 
Of those the idle quests X sought , 

Hut with a melancholy sigh, 

‘Ah, goddess-bom,’ he warns me, ‘ fly ’ 
Escape these flames ■ Greece holds the nails , 
Proud Ihum from her summit falls. 

Think not of king’s or country’s claims 
Country and king, alas ' are names 
Could Troy be saved by hands of men. 

This baud liad saved her then, e’en then 
The gods of her domestic shrines 
That country to your care consigns 
Receive them now, to share your fate 
Provide them mansions strong and groat, 

The city’s walls, which Heaven has willed 
Beyond the seas you yet shall build.’ 
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He said, and from tbe temple brings 
Dread Vesta, with her holy things. 

Her awfal fillets, and the fire 
Whose sacred embers ne’er expire 

Meantime thronghont the city grow 
The agonies of wildenng woe 
And more and more, though deep in shade 
My father’s palace stood embayed, 

The tumuH rises on the ear. 

And clashing armonr hurtles fear 
I start from sleep, the roof asceiicl, 

And with quick heed each noise attend 
E’en as, while soiithem winds conspire. 

On standing harvests falls the fire. 

Or as a mountain torrent spoils 
Field, joyous crop, and oxen’s toils. 

And sweeps whole woods the swam spoil-bound 
Hears from a rock the unwonted sound. 

0, then I saw the tale was ti ue 
The Danaan fraud stood clear to view 
Thy halls already, late so proud, 

Deiphobns, to fire have bowed 
Ucalcgon has caught the light 
Sigeum’s waves gleam broad and bright 
Then come the clamour and the blare. 

And shouts and clarions rend the air 
I clutch my arms with reeling brain. 

But reason whispers, arms are vam 
Yet still I burn to raise a power. 

And, rallying, muster at the tower . 

Fuiy and wrath within me rave, 

And tempt me to a warrior’s grave 

Lo ' Panthus, scaped from death by flight, 
Priest of Apollo on the height, 
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His gods, his grandchild at his side, 
Makes for my door -wiili &antic stride — 
‘ Ha ! Othrys’ son, how goes the fight ? 
What forces muster at the height ? ’ 

I spoke • he heaves a long-drawn breath 
‘ 'Tis come, our fated day of death 
We have been Trojans Troy has been • 
Slie sat, but sits no more, a queen 
Stern Jove an Argive rule proclaims - 
Greece holds a city wrapt in flames. 
There in the bosom of the town 
The tall horse rams invasion down. 

And Sinon, with a conqueror's pnde. 
Deals fiery h.avoc far and wide 
Some keeji the gates, as vast a host 
As ever loft Mycense’s coast : 

Some block the narrows of the street. 
With weapons threatening all they meet 
The stark sword stretches o’er the way, 
(juiok-glancing, ready drawn to slay, 
While scarce our sentinels resist. 

And battle in the flickering mist ’ 

So, stirred by Heaven and Othrys’ son, 
Forth into flames and spears I run. 
Where yells the war-fiend, and the cries 
Of slayer and slain invade the skios 
Bold Bhipeus links him to my side, 

And Epytus, m arms long tried . 

And Hypanis and Dymas hail 
And join us in the moonbeam pale, 

With young Coroebus, Mygdon's child. 
Who came to Troy with yearning wild 
Cassandra’s love to gain. 

And, prompt to yield a kinsman’s aid. 
His troop with Pnam’s hosts arrayed 
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Ah wretch, whom his demented maid 
Had warned, bat warned in vain ' 


So, when I saw them round me form. 

And knew their blood was pulsing warm, 

I thus began ‘ Brave spirits, wrought 
To noblest temper, all for nought, 

If desperate venture ye desire. 

Ye see our lost estate : 

Gone from each £uie, each secret shrine, 

Are those who made this realm divine . 

The town ye aid is wrapped m fire 
Come, rush we on our fate 
No safety may the vanquished find 
Till hope of safety be resigned ’ 

So valour grow to madness Then, 

Like gaunt wolves rushing from their don, 
Whom lawless hunger’s sullen growl 
Drives forth into the right to prowl, 

The while, with jaws all parched and black. 
Their famished whelps expect them back. 
Amid the volley and the foe. 

With death before our eyes, we go 
On through the town, while darkness spreads 
Its hollow covert o’er our heads 
What witness could recount aright 
The woes, the carnage of that night. 

Or make his tributary sighs 
Keep measure with our agonies '' 

An ancient city topples down 
I’rom broad-based heights of old renown : 
There in the street confusedly strewn 
Lie age and helplessness o’erthrown. 

Block up the entering of the doors. 

And cumber Heaven’s own temple-floors. 
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Nor only Teucrian lives expire • 

Sometinies the spark of generous fire 
Revives in vanquished hearts again, 

And Danaan victors swell the slam. 

Dire agonies, wild terrors swarm, 

And Death glares grim in many a form 

First, with a tram of Danaan spears, 
Androgeos in our path appears 
He deems us comrades of his own, 

And hails us thus with friendly tone 
‘ Bestir you, gallants ! why so slack ^ 

See here, while others spoil and sack 
The burning town, your tardy feet 
But now are coming from the fleet ' ’ 

He said the vague replies we make 
Reveal at once his dire mistake . 

He sees him fallen among the toils. 

And voice and foot alike recoils. 

As trampling through the thorny brake 

The heedless traveller stirs a snake 

And in a sudden fear retires 

From that fierce head, those gathering spu’i 

E’en BO Androgeos at the sight 

Was shnnkmg back in palsied fright. 

We mass our arms, and close them round 
Surprised, and ignorant of the ground, 
Their scattered rauks we breathless lay. 
And Fortune crornis our first essay. 
Flushed with wild joy, Coroobus cries, 

‘ See Fortune beckoning from the skies * 
When she to safety points the wav, 

What can we better than obey ^ 

Como, change we bucklers, and advance 
Each with a Grecian cognizance 
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Wio qnestionB, -when with foes we deal, 

If craft or courage guides the steel '' 
Themselves shall give us arms to wield ’ 
He speaks, and from Androgeos tears 
His plumy helm and figured shield, 

Girds on an Argive sword, and wears 
And Hhipens, Dymas, and the rest 
Soon in the new-won spoils are dressed. 
Mixed with the Greeks, we pass unknown, 
’Neath heavenly favours not our own. 
Wage many a comhat in the gloom, 

And many a Greek send down to doom 
Some, seek the vessels and the shore ■ 
Some, srait with fear more low. 

Climb the huge horse, and hide once mono 
Within the womb they know 
Alas ' a mortal may not lean 
Ok Bba » ck, wbes fiasiwa sreris tis mien 

Ah see ' the Pnameian fair, 

Cassandra, by her streaming hair 
Is dragged from Pallas’ shrine. 

Her wild eyes raised to Heaven in vain ; 
Hor eyes, alas ' for cord and chain 
Her tender hands confine 
Coroebus brooked not such a sight, 

Hut plunged infunato in the fight 
We follow him, as bbndly rash, 

And, forming, on the spoilers dash : 

When from the summit of the fane. 

Or ere we deem, a murderous rain 
Of Trojan darts our force o’erwhelms, 
Misguided by those Argive helms. 

Then, groaning deep their prey to lose. 

The rallied Danaans round ns close : 
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¥ell Ajax and the Atndan pair 
And all Thessalia’s host were there 
As -when the tempest sounds alarms, 

And winds conflicting rash to arms, 

Notus and Zephyr join the war, 

And Euras in his orient car 

The lashed woods howl hoar Nereus raves, 

And troubles all liis realm of waves. 

They too, whom erst m dusk of night 
Our cunning practice tamed to flight, 

Come forth our lying arms they know , 
And 111 our tones perceive a foe 
At once they crush us, swarm on swarm 
And first heuoatli Pouclcos’ arm, 

The warlike goddess’ shrine before, 
Coroebus welters in his goie 
Then Hhipeus dies no pnier son 
Troy ever bred, more jealons none 
Of fXii'Fei} I'lgM »vJJ hi' dfvw 

Uvmas and Hyjianis are slam, 

Uy comrades cruelly raista’en. 

Nor jiious deed, nor Plio-bus’ wreath, 

Could save thee, Pauthus, from thy death 
Ye embers of exinriiig Ti-oy, 

Ye funeral flames of all my joy. 

Bear witness, in your dying glow, 

I shunned nor dart nor fronting foe. 

And had it been my fate to bleed 
My hand had earned the doom decreed 
Thence forced, to other scenes we flee, 

Pehas and Iphitns with me, 

This laden with his years and slow. 

That halting from Ulysses’ blow 
Por hark ! the growing tumult calls 
For rescue to the palace halls. 
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0, there a giant battle raged ' 

Who saw it snre had thought 
Tfo war in Troy was elsewhere waged, 

No deaths beside were wrought • 

So fierce the fray onr eyes that met. 

The Danaaus strearning to the roof, 
And every gate by foes beset, 

Screened by a penthouse javehn-proof. 
Close to the walls the ladders cling- 
From step to step the assailants spring, 

E en by the doors a shield enfolds 
Thciv left their right a corbel holds 
The Dardans, reckless in despair. 

The tnrrels and the roofs nptcar 
(E’en to sneh weapons Fortune drives 
Brave patriots, strngglmg for Iheii lives), 
And hurl the gilded beams below. 

The pride of agqs long ago , 

While others on the threshold stand. 

And guard the enti-y, sword in hand, 

Jly heart leaps up, the halls to save, 

, And help the vanquished to bo brave. 

A secret pobteni-gate was tlii'rc. 

Which oped behind a tboroughfare 
Through Priam’s courts in happier day 
Andromaclic would pass that wny 
AIouQi to greet the royal pair, 

And lead with her her youthful heir 
By this the palace roof I gam, 

Whence our poor Trojans, aU m vain. 
Were showering down tlieir missile laiii. 
With sheer descent, a turret high 
Bose from the roof into the sky, 

WTicnoe cunous gazers might look down 
And see the camp, the fleet, the town : 
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This, where the flooring timbers join 
The stronger stone, we undermine 
And tumble o’er - it falls along, 

Down crashing on the assailant throng 
But other Danaans fill their place. 

And darts and stones still ram apace 

Full in the gate see Pyrrhus blaze, 

A meteor, shootmg sleely rays . 

So flames a serpent into light, 

On poisonous herbage fed. 

Which late in aubierranean night 
Through winter lay as dead 
Now from its ancient weeds undressed 
Invigorate and young, 

Sunward it rears its glittering breast 
And darts its three-forked tongue 
There at bis side Automedon, 

True liegeman both to sire and son, 

And giant Periphas, and all 
The Scynan youth assail the wall 
And fii'ebrands roofward dart - 
Himself the first with two-e«lgod axe 
The brazen-plated doors attacks, 

And makes their hinges start ■ 
Now through the heart of oak be drives 
His weapon, and a loophole rives 
There stands revealed the house within, 
Where the long liajl retires • 

The stately privacy is seen 
Of Pnam and his sires. 

And on the threshold guards appear 
In warlike pomp of shield and spear. 

But far within the palace swarms 
With tumult and confused alarms . 
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The deep courts wail with women’s crios . 
The clamour strikes the spaiifrlcd skies. 

Pale matrons run from place to [iliice, 

And clasp the doors in wild embrace 
Strong as his father, Pyrrhus strains, 

Nor bar rioi guard his force BustHiiis 
The hooked door reels ’neatli blow on blow, 
Breaks from its binges, and lies low 
Force wins her footing m they rush, 

The Daiiaau hordes, the foremost eiusli. 

And deluge with an armed tide 
The spacious level far and wide 
Less heiee when, breaking from ils bounds. 
The water surges o’er the mounds, 

Down pours it, tumbling in a hea]). 

O’er all the fields with headlong sweep. 

And whirls before it fold and sheep 
These ejos beheld foil Pyrrhus there 
lutoxicate with gore, 

Beheld the curst Atndan pair 
Within the sacred door, 

Bchel^ pale Hecuba, and those 

The bndes her hundred childi'cn chose. 

And dying Pnam at the sbnno 
Staimug the hearth ho made divine 
Those fifty nuptial chamliers fair. 

That promised many a prmcely heir. 

Those pillared doors in pnde erect. 

With gold and spoils barbaric decked. 

Lie smoking on the ground : the Greek 
Is potent, where the fires are weak 

Perhaps you ask of Priam’s fate • 

He, when he sees his town o’erthrown, 
Greeks bursting through his palace-gate 
And thronging chambers once bis own, 
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His ancient armonr, long laid bj, 

Around his palsied shoulders throws, 
GJirds with a useless sword his thigh, 

And totters forth to meet his foes 
Within the inansiou’s central space, 

All bare and open to the day. 

There stood an altar in its place. 

And, close beside, an aged bay. 

That drooping o’er the altar leaned, 

And with its shade the home-gods screened 
Here Hecuba and all her tram 
Were seeking refuge, but m vain, 

Huddling like doves by storms dismayed. 

And clinging to the gods for md 
But soon as Priam eaught her sight, 

Thus m Ills youthful armour diglit, 

‘ What madness,’ ones slic, ‘ wretched spouse, 
Has placed tliat helmet on your brows ? 

Say, whither fare you ® tunes so diro 
Bent knees, not lifted arms require 
Could Hector now before us stand, 

No help were in iny Hector’s hand 
Take refuge here, and Icaru at length 
The secret of an old man’s strength 
One altar shall protect us all 
Here bide with us, or with us fall ’ 

She speaks, and guides his trembhng feet 
To join her in the hallowed seat. 


See, fled from murdenng Pyrrhus, runs 
Pohtes, one of Priam’s sons ; 

Through foes, through javehns, wounded sore, 
He circles court and comdor, 

Willie Pyrrhus follows in his rear 
With ontstrotchod hand and levelled spear , 
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Till just before his parents’ eyes, 

All bathed in blood, he falls and dies 
With death in view, the nnchilded sire 
Cheeked not the ntteranee of his ire • 

‘ May Heaven, if Heaven be jnst to heed 
Sueh horrors, render worthy meed,’ 

He ones, ‘ for this atrocions deed. 

Which makes me see my darling die. 

And stains with blood a father’s eye 
But ho to whom yon feign yon on e 
Yonr birth. Achilles, ’t was not so 
He dealt with Priam, though his foe 
Ho feared the laws of nght ami triitli 
He hoard the suppliant’s prayer with ruth. 
Gave Hector’s body to the tomb, 

And sent mo back m safety homo ’ 

So spoke the sire, and speaking throw 
A feeble dart, no blood that drew 
The ringing metal turned it buck. 

And left it dangling, weak and slack 
Then Pyrrhus ‘ Take the news below, 
And to niy sire Aclullcs go 
Tell him of his degenerate seed. 

And that and this my bloody deed 
Now die ’ and to the altar-stone 
Along the marble floor 
He dragged the father, sliildcniig on 
K’eii HI his child’s own gore 
His left liand in lus hair he wreathed, 
While with the nght he plied 
His flashing sword, and hilt-dcep sheathed 
Within the old man’s side 
So Pnani’s fortunes closed at last 
So passed he, seeing as he passed 
Hrs Tiny III flames, hie royal tower 
Laid low in dust hy "liostilo power, 
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Who once o’er lands and peoples proud 
Sat, -while before him Asia bowed 
Now on the shore behold him dead, 

A nameless trunk, a trunkless head 

0 then I felt, as ne’er before 
Chill horror to mj bosom’s core 
I seemed my aged sire to see, 

Beholding Priam, old as he. 

Gasp out his life before my eyes 
Forlorn Oreusa seemed to rise. 

Our palace, sacked and desolate, 

And young lulus, left to fate. 

Then, looking round, the place I eyed, 

To see who yet were at my side. 

Some by the flames were swallowed some 
Had leapt to earth the end was come. 

1 stood alone, when lo ^ I mark 
In Vesta’s temple crouching dark 
The traitress Helen . the broad blaze 
Gives me full light, as round I gaze. 

She, shrinking from the Trojans' hnto 
Made frantic by tbeir city’s fate, 

Nor dreading less the Danaa-n sword, 

The vongoance of her injured lord, — 

She, Troy’s and Argos’ common fiend. 

Sat cowering, by the altar screened 

My blood was fired • fierce passion woke 
To quit Troy’s fall by one sure stroke 
' What p to MycPUK shall she go, 

A eonqueress, in a pageant show. 

See home, sire, children, spouse again 
With Phrygian menials in her train ? 

Good Priam slaughtered P Troy no more P 
The Dardan plains afloat with gore ? 
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No ; tliougli no glojrj be to gain 
From Toiigeance on a woman ta’en, 

Yet ho tliat nds the world of guilt 
May claim the praise of blood well spilt 
’T were joy to satiate righteous ire, 

And sldk-e my country’s funeial fiie ’ 
Tims wiiH I 1 living, past control, 

In aimless turbulence of soul. 

When sudden dawning on the night 
(No’ or h.id I known her face so hnglil) 
My motlioi flashed upon my sight. 
Confessed n goddess, with the mien 
And ststiiie that in heaven are seen 
ltop"o.iclitully niy hand she pressed, 

And thus iroin roseate lips nddiessed 
‘ My son, what ctucl wiongs evedo 
Your wialh to such pei -uious lieiglit ® 
What mi (lit you by tins nudness ''' wheio 
Lofi you ffiat Jove to inc you hear ^ 

And will you not at lists! 1111(0110 
AVliat fate betides yoiir time-worn sire P 
11 your Oieusa still survive ^ 

If young Asoauins be alive 

All these arc tiembhug as for life. 

With Grecian bands aioiiiid them nfe. 
And, but tor me, had sunk o’eipoweied 
Hy flame, or by' the swoi-d devoured 
Not the loathed charms of Sparta's dame, 
Nor Pans, victim of your blame, — 

No, ’tis the Gods, the Gods destroy 
This mighty leabu, and pull down Troy. 
Behold ' lor T will purge the haze 
That darkles round your mortal gaae 
And blunts its keenness — mark mo still, 
Nor disobey your mother’s will — 
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Here, where yon see huge blocks nnfixed 
And dost and smoke in whirlwind mixed. 
Great Neptune with his three-forked mace 
TJpheaves the ramparts from their place, 

And rocks the town from cope to base. 

Here Juno at the StMean gates, 

Begirt with steel, impatient waits. 

And clamorous from the navy calls 
Her comrades to tho captured walls 
Look back , sec Pallas o’er the tower 
With cloud and Gorgon redly lower 
E’en Jove to Greece his strength affords, 

And fights from heaven ’gainst Dardnn swords. 
Then fly, and give the struggle o’er , 

Myself will gnard yon, till onco more 
Yon stand before yonr father’s door.’ 

She spoke, and vanished from my sight, 

Lost m the darkness of the night 
3>irc presences their forms disclose, 

And powers of terror, Biurn’s foes 

That vision showed me Neptune’s town 
In biasing min sinking down 
As rustics strive with many a stroke 
To fell some venerable oak , 

It still keeps nodding to its doom, 

Still bows its head, and shakes its plume, 

Till, by degrees o’ercome, one groan 
It heaves, and on the hill lies prone. 

Down from my perilous height I glide. 

Safe sheltered by my heavenly guide, 

So thread my way through foes and fire • 

The darts give place, the flames retire 


But when I gained Anchises’ door 
And stood within my home once more. 
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My Biro, whom I had hoped to bear 
Safe to the hills with chiefest care, 

Refused to lengthen out his span 
And live on earth an exiled man 
‘ Yon, you,’ he cnos, ‘ bestir your flight. 
Whose blood is warm, whose hmbs are light • 
Had Heaven not willed my hfo to cease. 
Heaven would have kept my home in peace 
Rnough, that I have once been saved, 
Survivor of a town enslaved 
Now leave me : be your farewell said 
To tins my coi'pso, and count me dead. 

My hand shaH win me death the foe 
Such mercy as 1 need will show, 

Will strip my spoils, and pass for brave 
Ho lacks nut much that lacks a grave 
Long have I lived to curse my birth, 

A iiaoloss cumbea'r of the earth, 

E’en from tho day when Heaven’s dread sire 
In auger scathed me with his lire ’ 

So talked he, obstinately set . 

WhilS we, our eyes with sorrow wet. 

All on our knees, wife, husband, boy. 

Implore — 0 let him not destroy 
Himself and us, nor lend Ins weight 
To the meumbent load of fate ' 

Ho hoars not, but refliscs still. 

Unchanged ahke m place and will 
Desperate, agam to arms I fly, 

And make my wretched choice to die 
For what dehveranco now was mme, 

Whnt help m fortune or design ? 

‘ What ? leave my sire behind and flee ^ 
Such words from you ? such words to mo ? 
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The watch that guards a parent’s lip. 

Lets it such dire saggestion slip ^ 

If Heaven in truth has willed to spare 
No relic of a town so 
If yon and all wherein yon joy 
Must bum to feed the flames of Troy, 

See there. Death waits yon at the door . 

See Pyrrhus, steeped in Priam’s gore, 

Hepeats his double crime once moro - 
The son before his father’s eyes, 

The father at the altar dies. 

0 mother ' was it then for this 

1 passed where flres and javelins hiss 
Safe in thy conduct, but to see 
Poes m my home’s dear sanctuary. 

All murdered, father, wife, and child. 

Each in the other’s blood defiled ? 

My arms ' my arms ! the fatal day 
Calls, and the vanquished must obey , 

Betum me to the Danaan crew ' 

Let me the yielded fight renew I 
No , one at loast these walls contain 
Who will not unavenged be slam ’ 

Once more I gird me for the field. 

And to my arm make fast my shield, 

And issue from the door ; when see ' 

Creusa clings around my knee, 

And ofiers with a tender grace 
lulus to his sire’s embrace 
‘ If but to perish forth you fare. 

Take us with you your fate to share : 

But if you hope that help may come 
From sword and shield, first guard your home 
Think, think to whom you leave your child. 
Your sire, and her whom bride you styled ’ 
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So cried she, and the tearfal sound 
Was filling all the chambers round, 

When sudden in the house we saw 
A sight for wonderment and awe* 
Bewecn ns while Inins stands 
’Mid weeping eyes and clasping hands, 

Lo t from the summit of his head 
A lambent flame was seen to spread, 
Sport with his locks in harmless play. 

And grazing round his temples stray 
We hurrying strive his hair to quench. 
And Ihe blest flame with water drench 
But sire Anchiaes to the sties 
In I apturc lifts voice, liands, and eyes • 

‘ Vouchsafe this once, almighty Jove, 

If prayer thy righteous will can move. 

And if oiir care have earned us thine, 

Give aid, and ratify this sign ’ 

Scarce hod the old man said, when hark ’ 
It thundered left, and through the dark 
A meteor with a tram of light 
Athyvart the sky gleamed dazzling bright. 
Bight o’er our palace-roof it crossed. 

Then in Idseaii woods was lost, 

Still glittering on a fiery trail 
Succeeds, and sulphurous fumes exhale 
At tins my sire his form uprears. 

Salutes the Gods, the star reveres 
‘ Lead on, blest sign • no more I crave 
Gods, save my house, my grandchild save > 
You sent this augury of joy , 

Where you are present, there is Troy. 

I yield, 1 yield, nor longer shun 
To share the exile of my son.’ 

He ceased . and near and yet more near 
The loud flame strikes on eye and ear. 
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‘ Come, mount my shoulders, dear my sire : 
Such load my strength shall never tire. 

Now, whether fortune smiles or lowers, 

One risk, one safety shall be ours. 

My son shall journey at my side, 

My wife her steps by mine shall guide. 

At distance safe What next 1 say, 

Attend, my servants, and obey. 

Without the city stands a mound 
With Ceres’ ruined temple crowned : 

A cypress spreads its branches neai. 

Hoar with hereditary fear 
Part wc our several ways, to meet 
At length beside that hallowed seat 
You, father, ui your arms upbear 
Troy’s household gods with duteous care 
h'oi me, just scaped from battle-fray. 

On holy things a hand to lay 
Were desecration, till I lave 
My body in the running wave.’ 

So saying, in a lion’s hide 
I robe my shoulders, manthng wide. 

And stoop beneath the precious load 
lulus fastens to my side, 

His steps scarce matching with my stride 
My wife behind me takes her road 
We travel darkling in the shade. 

And I, whom through that fearfhl night 
Nor volleyed javelins had dismayed 
Nor foenian hand to hand in fight, 

Now start at every sound, m dread 
For him I bore and hun I led. 

And now the gates I neared at last. 

And all tlie journey seemed o’erpast, 

When trampling feet my ear assail , 
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My fether, peering through the gloom, 

Ones ‘ Haate, my son ' O haste ' they come • 
I see their shields, their glittenng mail ’ 
’T was then, alas ' some power unkind 
Bereft me of my wildered mmd 
While unfrequented paths I thread, 

And shun the roads that others tread. 

My wife Creusa— did she stray, 

Or halt exhausted by the way P 
I know not — parted from our train, 

Ifor ever crossed our sight again 
Nor e’er my eyes her figure sought, 

Nor e’er towards her turned my thought, 

Till when at Cores’ hallowed spot 
We mustered, she alone was not, 

And her companions, spouse and son, 

Looked round and saw themselves undone 
Ah, that sad hour ' whom spared I then. 

In my wild grief, of gods and men ^ 

What woo, in all the town o’erthrown, 
Thought I more cruel than my own >' 

My father and my darhng boy, 

And, last not least, the gods of Troy, 

To my retainers I confide 
And m the winding valley hide, 

While to the town once more I go, 

And shining armour round me throw, 
Resolved through Troy to measure back 
Fivim end to end my perilous track 

First to the city’s shadowed gate 
I turn me, whence we passed so late, 

My footsteps through the darkness trace. 
And cast my eyes from place to place. 

A shuddering on my spirit falls, 

And e’en the silence’ self appals 



BOOK II 


67 


Then to my palace I repair, 

In hope, in hope, to find her there ■ 

In vain • the foea had forced the door. 

And flooded all the manaion o’er 
Fanned by the wmd, the flame npeoars 
Boof-high , the hot blast skyward roars 
Departing thence, I seek the tower. 

The mined seat of Pnam’s power 
There Phoenix and Ulysses fell 
In the void courts by Juno’s cell 
Wore set the spoil to keep , 

Snatched from the burning shrines away, 
There Ilium’s mighty treasure lay, 

Rich altars, bowls of massy gold. 

And captive raiment, rudely rolled 
In one promiscuous heap , 

While boys and matrons, wild with fear, 

111 long array were standing near 
With desperate daring I essayed 
To send my voice along the shade. 

Roused the still streets, and called in vain 
Creusa o’er and o’er again. 

Thus while in agony I pressed 
From house to house the endless quest. 

The pale sad spectre of my wife 
Confronts mo, larger than in life 
I stood appalled, my hair erect. 

And fear my tongue-tied utterance checked, 
While gently she her speech addressed. 

And set my troubled heart at rest 
‘ Why gneve so madly, husband mine ^ 
Nought here has chanced without design 
Fate and the Sire of all decree 
Creusa shall not cross the sea 
Long years of exile must bo yours. 

Vast seas must tire your labouring oars , 
z 2 



68 


THE JENEID. 


At length Hesperia yoa shall gam, 

Where through a nch and peopled plain 
Soft Tiber rolls his tide : 

There a new realm, a royal wife, 

Shall build again your shattered life. 

Weep not your dear Orensa’s fate 
Ne’er through Mycenss’s haughty gate 
A captive shall I nde, 

Nor swell some Grecian matron’s tram, 

I, born of Dardan princes’ strain, 

To Venus’ seed alhed 
Heaven’s mighty Mother keeps me here : 
Farewell, and hold onr offspring dear ’ 

Then, while I dewed with tears my cheek. 
And strove a thousand things to speak, 

She melted into night ; 

Thnce I essayed her neck to clasp • 

Thriue the vnin semblance mocked my grasp. 
As wind or slwidher light 
So now, the long, long night o’erjiast, 

1 real h my weary fnends at last 
There with amazement I behold 
New-mustenng comrades, young and old. 
Sons, motlieis, bound from home to flee, 

A melancholy company 

They meet, prepared to brave the seas 

And sail with me where’er I please. 

Now, rising o’er the heights of Ide, 

Shone the bright star, day’s orient gmde : 
The Daiiaaiis swarmed at every door, 

Nor soenied there hope of safety more . 

J yield to Ijtc, take np my sire. 

And to tlie mountain’s shade retire. 
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Whkn linrsL Omnipotence had broiii^ht 
The power of Arui’b kings to nought 
When Troy’s Neptunian walls becaiop 
A prostrate mass of smouldering flame, 
To diverse exile wo are driven 
In desert lands, by signs from Heaven 
There in Antandros under Ide 
The wished-for vessels we provide, 
Unknowing whither Fate may lead 
Or what the settlement decreed, 

And call our forces isiund The sun 
His summer course had scarce begun. 
When now my sire Anchises gave 
His voice to tempt the fated wave 
Weeping I quit the port, the shore, 

The plains where Hium stood before. 
And homeless launch upon the main, . 
Son, friends, and home-gods in my train 

A realm lies near, of ample space 
(Lyenrgns ruled it once), called Thrace, 
Allied of old to Ilium’s powers, 

Its home-gods federate with ours 
While Fate was with us Here I land, 
And here along the winding strand 
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Trace out, alas * ’noath Fortane’s frown, 
Tlie first beginnings of a town, 

And from myself as founder call 
^neadse tlie rising wall. 

To my bright mother’s power divinr 
And all the tenants of tlio skies, 

So might they speed my new design, 

I was perfornung sacrifice, 

And on the shore to heaven’s high king 
A snow-white bull was slaughtering 
A mound was nigh, where spear-like wood 
Of cornel and oi myrtle stood 
I sought it, and began to spoil 
Of that thick growth the high-heaped soil 
And deck the altars with its green, 

Wlieii lo ' a ghastly sight was seen 
Soon as a tree from earth I rend. 
Dark-flowing drops of blood descend. 

And stain the ground with gore 
Fear shakes my frame from head to foot 
A second sapling 1 uproot, 

Hcsolved to pierce the mystery dark : 

Soe, trickling from a scrimd bark 
Blood follows as before ' 

With many a tumult in my soul. 

I prayed tUo Dryads of tho place, 

And king Gradivns, wliosc control 

Is felt through all tho fields of ’riirace, 
That they would meliorate the sight 
And make this heavy omen light 
But when tlie third tall shaft I seize. 

And ’gainst the hillock press my knees— 
Speak shall I, or be mute f — 

E’en from the bottom of the mound 
Is heard a lamentable sound ■ 
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‘ Why thus my frame, ^neas, rend ? 
Bespect at length a bnned fnend, 

Bor those pure hands pollute. 

Trojan, not ahen, is the blood 
That oozes from the nptorn wood 
Fly this fell soil, these greedy shores : 

The voice you hear is Polydoro’s. 

From my gored breast a growth of spears 
Its murderous vegetation rears ’ 

1 heal'd, foar-stricken and amazed. 

My speech tongue-tied, my hair upraised 
This Polydore erewhile by stealth 
With store of delegated wealth 
Unhappy Pnam in despaor 
Sent to the Thracian monarch’s care 
When fiist Troy felt her prowess fail, 
Encompassed by the leagueriiig pale 
Then, when our star its light withdraws. 
False to divine and human laws, 

The traitor joins the conquevoi’s cause, 
Lays impious hands on Polydovo, 

And gi'nbjis by force the golden store 
Fell luht of gold ' ahhoiTed, accurst ' 
What will not men to slake such thirst 
Soon as my blood regains its heat. 

The direful portent I repeat 
To Troy’s chief lords, and first my sire, 
And their collective voice enquire. 

All vote to fly from friendship’s grave. 
Quit the curst soil, and cross the wave 
So then to Polydore we pay 
Now ntes, and heap his mound with clay 
Raised to the dead, two altars stand 
With cypress wreathed and woollen band 
Around them Trojan matrons go. 

Their hair unbound in sign of woe : 
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Bowls frothing warm with milk we pour 
And cups of sacrificial gore, 

Lay in the tomb the ghost to sleep, 

And tlirice invoke it, loud and deep 

Thou, soon as man may trust the sea*!, 
Invited by the ensp spiiiig breeze, 

My comrades drag along the sand 

The well-dried ships, and crowd the strand 

So from the harbour forth wo sail, 

And land and town in distance fail. 
Encircled by a billowy ring 

A land tliere lies, the loved resort 
Of Heptune, the .dUgmin king, 

And tlio grey queen of Nereus’ court 
Long lime the sport of cv’ry blast 
O’ei ocean it was wont to toss. 

Till grateful Phenbus moored it fast 
To Gyaros and high Mycosos, 

And bade it ho unmoved, and biave 
The tiolonce of wind and wave 
Tlia^. port, all peace, receives our fleet • 

We land, and hail Apollo’s seat 
King Anius, king and priest in one. 

With 1)ay-c"owned tresses hoar, 

Hastes to accost us, and is known 
Ancbises’ fnond of yore 
Wo grasp hiB friendly baud in proof 
Of welcome, and approach his roof. 

The sacred temple I adored 
Of immemorial stone 
‘ 0 grant us, Thymbra’s gracious lord 
A mansion of our own ' 

Gr.int us a sure abiding place, 

A habitation and a race ' 

Pave oiir new Troy, the relics these 
Of Achillean cruelties • 
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WLat ^de to follow ? what onr goal ? 
Speak, Father, and inspire our soul.’ 

Scarce had I ceased, a trembling takes 
The sacred courts, the hays dmne. 

The mountain to its centre shakes, 

The tnpod echoes from the shrine . 
Prone as we fall with reverent fear, 

A heavenly utterance strikes our ear : 

‘ Stout Dardan hearts, the realm of earth 
Where first your nation sprang to birth. 
That realm shall now receive you back : 

Go, seek your ancient mother’s track. 

There shall .Eneas’ house, renewed 
For ages, rule a world subdued ’ 

Thus Phoobus and bewildered joy 
Ran murmuring through the ranks of Troy, 
Each asking, what the city walls 
Whereto the God his wanderers calls 
At this my sire, revolvmg o’er 
The bygone raemorios of yore, 

‘ Hear, noble chiefs, and learn,’ cries he, 

‘ The place of your expectancy 
In ocean lies Jove’s island, Crete, 

Where Ida stands, our nation's seat 
A hundred cities crown the isle. 

And the broad fields with plenty smile 
Thence Teucer, our great sire, of yore 
Took ship for the Bhoetean shore. 

If right I mind my tale. 

And chose his kingdom : Ihum then 
Not yet had risen the tribes of men 
Dwelt in the lowly vale 
Thence Cybele’s majestic dame 
And Corybantian cymbals came, 

Thence Ida s grove, and mystic awe, 

And lions, trained her car to draw. 
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Come then • let Heaven direct our feet • 
Appease the winds, and sail for Crete. 

It lies not far : be Jove at hand, 

The third day's sun shall see us land ’ 

He spoke, and rendering each his due. 

The victims at the altars slew, 

A bull to Neptune, and a hull 
To thee, Apollo bright, 

A lamb to Temped, black of wool, 

To Western winds a white 

Tdomeneus, we hear, has flown, 

Driven from his home in Cretan land 
Fame tells us of an empty throne 

And mansions ready to onr hand 
Orivgia loft, we skim the deeps 
liy Naxos' Bacchanalian steeps, 

Olcai'os Slid Donysa green, 

And Psjumi ehfljs «f daiizling sliren. 

Pass Cyelad isles o’er ocean strowii, 

And seas witli many a laud thick sown 
The. rowers sing merrily as we go, 

‘ Foi Crete and onr forefathers, ho ' ’ 

Fair w inds escort us o’er the tide, 

And soon 'neatli Crotaii coasts we glide 

The site deterimned, I lay down 
The groundwork of my infant town. 

Its name Pergamia call, 

And bid the nation, proud to own 
That title, guard their loved hearthstone. 
And raise the fortress wall 
High on iJie beach their ships they draw. 
Then take them wives, aud till the land, 
The while with equitable hand 
1 portion dwelling-place and law , 
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When sudden on man’s feeble frame 
From tainted skies a sickness came, 

On trees and crops a poisonous breath, 

A year of pestilence and death. 

Their pleasant lives the sufferers yield, 

Or drag their languid limbs vnth pain 
The dogstar burns the grassy field. 

And sickening crops withhold the gram. 
Back to Ortygia’s shrme my sire 
O’er ocean bids us go, 

TJierc sue for favour, and enquire 
The limit of our woe. 

What succour weary souls should try, 

And whither, if we must, to tty 

’T was mght all life in sleep was laid. 
When lo ' our household gods, the same 
Whom through the midmost of tho flami* 
From falhng Ilium I conveyed, 

Aiipeared before me while I lay 
In slumber, bright as if in day, 

Whci e tlirough the inserted window stieam 
The gloiios of tlie full moonbeam , 

Then thus their gentle speech addressed. 

And set my troubled heart at rest 
‘ The word that Phoebus has to sjienk. 

Should you his Delian presence seek, 

He of his unsought bounty sends 
E’en by the mouth of us, your friends 
We, who liave followed yours and you 
Since Ihum was no more, 

Wc, who have sailed among your crow 
The swcllmg billows o’er. 

Tour seed as demigods will crown. 

And make them an niipeiaal town. 
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Build you tte -walla decreed by fate, 

And let them, like ourselTes, be great, 

Nor, till your task be done, forbear 
The toil of flight, how long soe’er 
Change we our dwelling not to Crete 
Apollo called your truant feet 
There is a land, by Greece of old 
Surnamed Hespena., rich its mould, 

Tta children brave and free 
Qilnotrians wei o its settlers fame 
Now gives the race its leader’s name. 

And calls it Italy 

Hcic Dardanus was bom, onr king, 

Aiid old lasius, whence wo spring . 

Here onr authentic scat 
Rise, tell your sire without delay 
Our seittenee, which let none gainsav 
Si'arcli till you find the Aiisoniaii land. 

And old Cortona Jove has banned 
Your settlement in Crete ’ 

Ainaaed by wonders heard and scon 

• (For ’tj was no dream that mocked my eyes 
No , plain I seemed to recognize 
Their cinctured locks, their well-known mien. 
While at the sight chill clammy sweat 
Burst forth, and all my limbs were wet) 

That instant from my couch I rise. 

With voice and hands implore the skies. 

And offer at the household shrine 
Full cups of unadnlterate wine 
My worship ended, glad of soul, 

I seek my sire, and tell the whole. 

At once he owns the ambiguous race. 

The rival sires to whom we trace. 

And smiles that ancient lands have wrought 
Such new confusion in his tlionglit 
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Then ones : ‘ My son, the elave too long 
Of Ilian destiny, 

One voice aforetime sang that song, 

Cassandra, none but she 
Such fate, she said, I mind it all. 

Was for our race m store, 

And oft on Italy wotild call. 

Oft on the Hesperian shore. 

But who could think that Trojans born 
Hespcna e’er would reach, 

Or who that heard that maid forlorn 
Gave credence to her speech 
Yield we to Phoibus, and pursue, 

Admonished thus, a course more true ’ 

He ceased, and our applauding crew 
Obeys him, all and each 
So now, this second home resigned 
To the scant few we leave behind, 

We set our sails once more, and sweep 
Along the illimitable deep 

The fleet had passed into the mam. 

And land no longer mot the eye. 

On every side the watery plain. 

On every side the expanse of sky , 

When o’er my head a cloud there stood, 

With night and tempest in its womb, 

And all the surface of the flood 

Was rufl3ed by the incumbent gloom 
At once the winds huge billows roll , 

The gathering waters climb the pole 
We scatter, tossing o’er the deep 
The thunder-clouds involve the day , 

Dark night has snatched the heaven away 

Through rents of sky the lightnings leap 
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Thns erring from, onr track designed. 

We grope among the waters blind. 

E’en Palinnrus cannot trace 

The boundary-lme of day and night, 
Or recollect his course anght 
Amid tho andistinguished space 
Three starless nights, throe sunless days 
We welter in the blinding haze. 

The fourth at last the prospect clears, 

And smoke from distant hdls appears 
Drop sails, ply oars ' the labouring crew 
Toss wide the foam, and brush the blue 

Scaped from the fhry of the seas. 

We land upon tho Strophades 

(Such name in Greece they bear), 
Isles m the vast Ionian mai 
Whore fell Celieno and her train 
Of Harpies hold their lair, 

Since, driven from Phineus’ door, they fled 
The tables where of old they fed 
So foul a plague for human crime 
Ne’er issued from the Stygian slime 
A maid above, a bird below 
Noisome and foul the belly’s flow . 

The hands are taloned Pamine bleak 
Sits ever ghastly on the cheek 
Soon as wc gain the port, we see 
Sleek herds of oxen pasturing free. 

And goats, without a swam to guard. 
Dispersed along the grassy sward 
We seize our weapons, lay them dead, 

And call on Jove the spoil to share ; 
Then on the winding beach we spread 
Our couches, and enjoy the fare ; 
When sudden from the mountains swoop. 
Fierce charging down, the Harpy troop, 
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Devour, contaminate, be&nl. 

With sickening stencil and hideons howl 
A second time we take onr seat. 

Deep in a hollowed rock’s retreat, 

Protected by a leafy screen 
Of forestiy and quivering green. 

There spread the tables, skin the flesh, 

And light onr altar-fires afresh. 

A second time the assailants fly 
Prom other regions of the sky. 

With crooked claws the banquet waste, 

And poison whatsoe’er they taste 
I charge my crows to draw the sword 
And battle with the fiendish horde 
They act as bidden, and conceal 
Along the grass the glittering steel 
So when the rush of wings once more 
Is hoard along the bending shore, 

Misenus sounds his load alarms 
From the hill’s top, and calls to arms 
And on we rush in novel war. 

Those foul sea-birds to maim and mar. 

In vam no weapon’s stroke may cleave 
The texture of their feathery mail 
They soar into the air, and leave 

On food half-gnawn their loathsome trail : 
All but Celamo she, curst seer. 

Speaks from a rock these words of fear : 

‘ What, would yo tight, false perjured race ? 

Fight for the beeves your greed has slam. 
And unoffending Harpies chase 
From their hereditary reign ? 

Now listen, and attentive lay 
Deep in your hearts the things I say. 

The fate by Jove to Phoehus shown. 

By Phoehus’ self to me made known — 
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Aye, tremble, for in me ye view 
The Furies’ queen — 1 tell to you. 

To Italy in haste ye drive. 

With winds at your command • 

Go then, in Italy arrive. 

And draw your ships to land 
Bat ere your town with walls ye fence, 

Fierce famine, retribution dread 
For this your murderous violence. 

Shall make you eat your boards for bread.’ 
She spoke, and vanished ’mid the wood 
Chill horror froze my comrades’ blood 
No more of arms the prayer, the vow 
They fain would make their weapons now, 
Whate'ei the monsters, powers divine, 

Or birds ill-omened and malign 
W ith outstretched hands my father praj s 
The Gods above, and offerings pays 
‘ lltavoii, bar those threatemngs * Heaven, inert 
Such horror, and protect desert ' ’ 

Then bids the crews their ships unbind 

And stretch the mainsheet to the wind. 

* 

The south wind freshens in the sail : 

Wc hurry o’er the tide, 

Wliere’er the helmsman and the gale 
Conspire our course to guide . 

Now rises o'er the foamy flood 
Zacynthos with its crown of wood, 

Huhchinm, Same, Nentos, 

Whose rocky sides the waves emboss 
The crags of Ithaca we flee, 

Laertes’ rugged sovereignty, 

Nor in our flight forget to curse 

The land that was IHysses’ nurse 

Soon Leucas rears its cloud-capped head. 

And Fhochus, whom the seamen dread. 
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Hither we turn our barks at last, 

And near his city land , 

The anchors from the prows are cast, 

The keels are on the strand. 

So, given a while on land to stay, 

Our lustral rites to Jove we pay. 

And light the votive flames. 

And make the shores of Actium gay 
With Ihum’s festal games 
With pride my merry comrades strip 
And oil them for the wrestler’s gi ip. 

True to the wont of Troy 
So many Argive towns o’erpast 
And flight ’mid circling foes held fast, 

0, hut the thought was joy ! 
Meantime the sun rolls round the ye4r, 
And winter makes the waters di-ear. 

The brazen circle of a shield 
Which mighty Abas wont to wield 
I fasten to the temple-gate. 

And thus my deed commemorate, 

‘ .^neas fixes on these doors 
Arms won from Danaan coiiqueroi s 
Then give my crews the word to qmt 
The port, and on their benches sit 
With emulous zeal they smite the deep 
And o’er the wavy level sweep 
Pheeacia’s heights from view we hide. 
And coast along Epirot lauds . 

Then in Chaonia’s harbour nde 

Nigh where Buthrotnm’s city stands. 

Arrived, 1 hear a wondrous thmg, 

A Grecian crown on Trojan brows : 
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They tell me Helenne is king 

Of Pyrrhus’ realm with Pyrrhus’ spouse, 
And sad Andromache restored 
Onco more to a compatriot lord. 

At once I bum with strong desire 
To greet tlxem, and the tale enquii-e ; 

So from the port I take my way, 

And leave my vessels in the bay 
Andromache, it chanced to fall, 

There m a giovc without the wall 
Bt'Kidc a nuimc Simois’ wave 
Was making funeral festival 

At Hector’s counterfeited giuve, 

Raised by her hands, a grassy heap, 

With altars twain, whereat to weep 
When as she saw my near advance 
And marked our Trojan cognizance, 

Awhile distracted and amazed 
She stood, and stiffened as she gazed 
The life-blood leaves her cheeks 
She faints ; at last from earth upraised 
lu taltonng tones she speaks • 

‘ Real, IS it real, the face I view, 

A hai'buiger of tidings true 
Saj-, are you living ? or if dead, 

Then where is Hector ? ’ so she said, 

And tears m copious torrent shed. 

And filled the air with cnes : 

Thus, as her tide of passion flows, 

Few broken words I mterpose • 

‘ Aye, 1 am living, hving still 
Through all extremity of ill • 

No dream your sense belies 
But say, alas ! what new estate 
Receives yon, fallen from such a mate ? 
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Whai; fortane matches the degree 
Of Hector’s own Andromache ? 

Still wear you Pyrrhus’ nuptial yoke P ’ 

She dropped her voice, and softly spoke 
With lowly downcast eyes : 

‘ 0 happy more than all beside, 

The Pnameian maid, 

Who for her dead foe’s pleasure died 
Beneath her city’s shade. 

Not drawn for servitude, nor led 
A captive to a conqueror’s bed. 

While we, our country laid m dust, 

To exile dragged o’er many a wave, 
Have stooped to Pyrrhus’ haughty lust, 
His infant’s mother and his slave ! 

A Spartan marnago tempts the youth ; 

Ho plights Ilermione his truth , 

Cast of, to Helenas I fall. 

So wills our master, thrall to thrall 
But soon Orestes, mad with crime, 

• And wroth to lose his promised bride. 
Smote Pyrrhus m unguarded time. 

And at the altar-fire he died. 

On Helenas, tlie tyrant slam. 

Devolves a portion of hia reign • 

Who calls the realm beneath his hand 
Prom Chaon’s name Chaonian land, 

And crowns the hill, in sign of power. 
With Pergamus, our Daidan tower. 

But you — what destiny from heaven. 
What stress of wind yonr baik has driven 
Unknowing on our coast P 
And lives he yet, whom once at Troy — 
Ascamus dwells there in the boy 
G nef for his mother lost p 
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Feels he the hereditary flame 
Ills growing spmt fire 
At Hector’s and Eneas’ name, 

Hia uncle and his sire F ’ 

So poured she her impassioned wail. 

Still weeping on without avail, 

When girt with royal retinae, 

King Helenas appears in view, 

Acknowledges his friends of Troy, 

And leads us to liis homo with joy, 

And as our lainting hearts he cheers, 

Witli words of welcome mixes tears 
I see a mimic Trojan state, 

A Pergamus that apes the great, 

A dinod-np Xanthus’ channel tiacc. 

And other Scsean gates embrace. 

Nor less my Trojan comrades sliare 
The monarch’s hospitable care 
In spacious cloisters entertained 
’Neath the hall’s roof the wine they drained, 
And goblets lor libation hold, 

While the rich banquet gleams in gold 

Two days had passed • the favouring gale 
Invites the fleet and swells the sail • 

Bent on departure, I accost 
With words like those our sacred host 
‘ True son of Tioy, whose heaven-taught skill 
Pciceives the signs of Phoebus’ will, 

'riio tnpods, and the Clanan bays, 

The secret of night’s starry maze. 

And birds, their voices and their ways, 

Speak — for the accordant sense of Heaven 
Fair presage for my course has given , 

Each Crod has cliarged me to exjilore 
In &.T-0&' seas Italia’s shore ; 
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Culseno’B harpy voice alone 

Makes prodigies and vengeance known 

And famine’s foulest horror — say, 

What penis first beset my way 
What counsel following may 1 cope 
With toils so great in manlhl hope F ’ 
Then Helenas with slaughtered kme 
Appeases first the powers divine, 

The fillets from his head 
Unbinds, and to Apollo’s fane 
Conducts me, while in every vein 
I fuel the presence dread 
And thus from his prophetic tongue 
The message of the future lung 
‘ 0 Goddess-born ' — ^for broad and clear 
The augury of your proud career. 

So he the lots in Jove’s dark urn . 

So the dread Throe their spindles turn — 
Now listen, while, to give yon ease 
In wandering o’er yon htranger sens 
And help you to the iwrt you seek, 

A fragment of your fate I speak 
Unknown to Helenas the rest. 

Or Juiio locks it lu his breast. 

Learn first that Italy, which seems 
So near, you grasp it in your dreams, 
And think to anchor in its bay, 

As though within your ken it lay, 

A pathless path o’er Icagnos of foam 
Divides from this our distant home 
First in Tnnacrian water plied 
Your oar must tug against the tide. 
First must your weary galleys keep 
Long vigils on the Ausonian deep. 

Must pass the land lake of ghosts 
And skirt j^Seian Circe’s coasts, 
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Ere, free from danger, yon may found 
Tour city on the destined ground 
Now hear the tokens I impart, 

And store thorn up within your heart 
When, ns you roam in anxious mood 
Beside a still sequestered flood, 

’Neath fringing holms before your o) e 
A thirty-farrowed sow shall he. 

Her white length stretching o'er the ground, 
Her young, as white, her feats around 
That 8|K)t shall see the pi’omised town, 

Shall see Troy’s hinivy load laid down 
Nor shudder at the doom of droad 
That tells of eating boards for bre.id 
Pate in her time shall find a way, 

And Phoebus waits on souls that pray 
But, for Italia’s neighbour sboro. 

On whose near beach our billows roni , 

Avoid it • there m every place 
Has settled Argos’ hated race 
Here Locnan tribes, from Naryx come, 

Haye found them an Italian home 
Here o’er Salentum’s conquered plains 
Idomoneus the Cretan reigns 
While here Petilia’s tiny tower 
Is manned by Philoctetes’ power 
Nay, when upon Italian land, 

Transported o’er the mam, you stand 
And pay your offenngs on the strand. 

Ere yot you light your altars, spread 
A purple covering o’er yonr head, 

Lest sadden bursting on your sight 
Some hostile presence mar the rite 
Thus worship you, and thus your train. 

And sons unborn the nte retain 
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But when Sicilia’s store you near 
And dim Pelorus’ strait grows cloar, 

Seek the south coast, though long the run 
To make its round the northern shun 
These lands, tliey say, by rupture stranae 
(So much can time’s dark process chancre J 
"Were cleft in sunder long agone, 

When erst the twain had been but one 
Between them rushed the deep, and rent 
The island from the continent, 

And now with interfusing tides 
’Twixt severed lands and cities glides 
There Scylla guaids the iight-hand coast 
The left is fell Cliarvbdis’ {Kist , 

Thrice from the lowest gulf slie draws 
The water down her giant jaws, 

Thrioo sends it foaming btick to day, 

And deluges the heaven with spiny 
But Seylla orouolies in the gloom 
Deep in a cavern’s inonstrous womb , 

Thcnco darts her ravening mouth, and diags 
The helpless vessels on the eiags 
Above she shows a human face 
And breasts resembling maiden giuce • 

Below, ’tis all ti hideous whale, 

Woirs belly linked to fish’s till 
Far better past Paohynus’ cape 
Your journey’s tedious circuit shape, 

Than catch one glimpse of Scylla’s cell 
And hear those grisly hellhounds yell. 

And now, if Helenus sjieak sooth. 

If Phoebus fill his soul with trutli, 

One charge, one sovereign charge I press, 
And stamp it with reiterate stress 
Deep in your memory first of all 
On Juno, mighty Juno, call . 
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Pay vowB to Jnno : overbear 

Her queenly soul with gift and prayer : 

So wafted o’er Trinaeria’s main, 

Italia you at length sliall gam 
There when you land at Cumai’s town, 

Where forests o’er Avemus fiown. 

Your eyes shall see the frenzied maid 
Who spells the future in the shade 
Of her deep cavern, and consigns 
To scattered loaves her mystic lines 
These, when the words of fiite aie traced. 

She leaves within hei cavcm placed , 

Awhile they lest in order ranged. 

The sequence and the place nnchangeil 

But should the breeze through chance-ojicd door 

Whirl them m air ’twixt roof and floor, 

She lots them flutter, nor takes pain 
To set them in fheir rank again 
The pilgrims unresolved return, 

And her prophetic threshold spuni. 

So do not you nor count too dear 
Tlya hours you lavish on the seer, 

But, thougli your comrades chide your stay 
And breezes whisper ‘hence away,’ 

Approach her humbly, and entreat 
Herself the presage to repeat. 

And ojien of her own free choice 
The prisoned flow of tongue and voice. 

The martial tribes of Italy, 

The story of your wars to be. 

And how to face, or how to fly 
Eaeh cloud that darkens on your sky. 

Her bps shall tell, and with success 
The remnant of yonrjouiney bless 
Thus fer may run these words of mine. 

Go on, and make our Troy divine.’ 
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So spoke the seer, and as he ends 
Rich presents to my vessel sends ■ 

Carved ivory and massy gold 
And silver stores he in the hold, 

And caldrons of Dodona’s mould, 

A hauberk twined of golden chain, 

A helm adorned with flowing mane. 

Which Pyrrhus wore • nor lacks my sire 
Ihie bounty, matching his dosirc 
He finds us horses, finds ns ppiides. 

And oars and equipage provides 
Meantime Anchisos bids to sail. 

Nor longer cheat the expectant gale 
And thus Apollo’s seer addressed 
111 courteous phrase his ancient guest 
‘ Great chief, fair Venus’ honoured mate. 
Twice saved by heaven Irom Ilium’s fate, 
See tlioi-c Ansonia’s coast at hand > 

Heforc your fleet it lies. 

Approach, but thmk not thoie to rest : 

No, skirt it, and pursue your quest 
F.ii- distant that Ausonian land 
Which rhuibnB signifies 
Pass on in peace,’ he ones, ‘•pass on, 

Hlest in the aflection of your son I 
Why task your patience, or delay 
The wind fair blowing from the bay P ’ 
Andromaclie, as loth to part, 

Displays the trophies of her art. 

And robes Ascanius in the fold 
Of Phiygian mantle, -wrought with gold. 
Nor stints her hand, but from the store 
Brings broidered vestments, more and more 
‘ Nay, take these too, and let them pi-ove 
A fond memorial of the love 
Of Hector’s sometime wife, 
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Dear child of Troy, in whom alone 
Astyanax, my lost, my own, 

Sun ives in second life ! 

Like yours liis hands, like yours his brow, 
Like yours Ins eyes’ bright sheen 
And oh ' he might be gi'owing now 
In ycni s as fresh and green ’ 

Hot tt'ar-drojw m my eyelids swell. 

As thus I sjieak my last farewell 
‘ Live and be blest ' ’t is sweet to feel 
Fate’s book is closed and under seal 
For ns, alas > that volume stein 
Has mauy another page to tuni 
Yours is a rest assured no moie 
Of ocean wave to task tlie oai, 

Ufo far Aiisonia to puisne. 

Still flying, flying from the viow 

A itutBie Xaiitbas aad a Tfoy 

Framed by j ourselves your thoughts employ, 

Horn (grant it, Heaven ') in happier duy 

Nor.ofl'enng Gieece so sure a pi’ey 

If Tiber’s bank 't is miue to see 

And build the walls mj' tates decree, 

Then shall these kindred towns and towers, 
Epirot yours, Uesponaji oni s. 

Sprung from one father long ago, 

And partners in a common woo, 

Bo knit together, lieart and soul, 

In one fair Troy, one patriot whole 
Snob be the legacy we leave, 

Such bond for sons unborn to weave ' ’ 


Away we speed along tbo sea 
Beneath Gerauiiian steeps. 
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Where lies the way to Italy, 

The shortest o’er the deeps 
The sun comes down, and every height 
^s darkened by advancing night 
On earth we stretch ns by the tide, 

His several oar at each one’s side, 

Then take our cheer ; and slumberous dews 
Descend upon our weary crews. 

Night had not climbed heaven’s topmost steep. 
When Palinurus starts from sloop. 

Observes each wind with anxioas care, 

And questions all that stirs in air 
Each star that roams the ctherial plain 
His eye has noted and explored, 

Arcturus, Hyads, and the Wain, 

And bright Onon’s golden sword : 

Ho sees all calm, without a clond ; 

Then from the stern he signals loud 
We shift our camp, attempt the way. 

And to the breeze our vans display 
Now the red morning from the sky 
Had chased the stairy host, 

When from afar dim hills we spy, 

Itaha’s lowly coast - 
‘ Italia ' ’ cnos Achates first 
‘ Italia ' ’ peals the joyous burst 
Of welcome from each crew • 

My sire Auchiscs wreathes with flowers 
A bnmmmg cup, and calls the powers, 

Pull on the stem in view • 

‘ Gods of the sea, the land, the air, 

Waft our smooth course with breezes fair.’ 

The winds blow freshly o’er the sky : 

The port grows wider to the eye, 

And on the cliff in prospect plain 
Is seen Minerva’s hallowed fane. 
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My comrades fnrl their sails, and stand, 
Still rowing onward, for the land. 

The port is hollowed in a bay, 

Concealed by crags that, lashed with spray, 
Confront the billows’ roar 
Oil each side rans a rocky line 
With aim extended, and the shrine 
Moves backward from the shore 
First token of onr fate, we seo 
Four snow white horses pasturing Iree • 

‘ War IS thy poHance, stranger soil, 

War,’ cries my sut', ‘ the charger’s toil, 

"I IS war those grazers threat 
Yet may e’en such one day submit 
To bear the yoke and champ the bit 
Aye, peace may bless us yet ’ 

Then martial Pallas we adore, 

The first who welcomes us to shore, 

And standing at the altars s])reacl 
A Phrygian covering o’er our head • 

And imiidful of the great command 
• Uy Helenus expressly given. 

We burn the oblations of onr hand 
To Argive Juno, queen of heaven. 

Our vows all paid, again to sea 
We turn the vessels’ head, 

And leave the Grecian colony. 

The land of doubt and dread 
Thy bay, Tarentnm, next we view, 
Herculean town, if fame say true : 

Against it on the steep is seen 
Lacinium’s venerable queen. 

And lofty Caulon’s towers appear, 

And Soylaccuni, sailors’ fear 
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Then distant darkening on the sky 
Trinacnan ^tna meets the eye 
We hear the sea’s stupendous roar 
And broken voices on the shore 
The waters from the deep npboil, 

And surf and sand the depth turmoil 
‘ Charybdis ' ’ ones my sire, ‘ behold 
The rocks that Helenua foretold ' 

Haste, haste, my friends, together ply 
Tour oars, and from destruction fly.’ 

So said, so done each hcods and hears . 
First Pahnnre to southward steers. 

And houthwai d, southward all the rest 
With sail and oar their flight addressed. 
Now to the sky mounts up the ship. 

Now to the very shades we dip. 

Thnoe in the depth we feel the shock 
Of billows thundering on the rock, 
Thnoe see the spray uphoaved in mist, 
And dewy stars by foam-drops kissed. 

At last, bereft of wind and sun. 

Upon the Cyclops’ shore we i uii 

The port is sheltered from the blast, 
Its compass un confined and vast 
But .^tna with her voice of fear 
In weltering chaos thunders near. 

Now pitchy clouds she helehes forth 
Of cinders red and vapour swarth. 

And from her caverns lifts on high 
Live halls of flame that hek the sky . 
Now with more dire convulsion flings 
Hisploded rocks, her heart’s rent strings, 
And lava torrents hurls to day, 

A burning gulf of fiery spray. 
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’T 18 said Enceladns’ huge frame, 
Heari^stricken by the avenging flame, 

Is prisoned here, and underneath 

Gasps through each vent his sulphurous breath 

And still as bis tired side shifts round 

Tnnacria echoes to the sound 

Through all its length, while clouds of smoke 

The living soul of ether choke. 

All night, by forest branches screened. 

We writhe as ’neath some torturing fiend. 

Nor know the horror’s cause 
Eor stars were none, nor welkin bright 
With heavenly fires, but blank black night 
The stormy moon withdraws 

And now the day-star, tricked anew, 

Had drawn from heaven the veil of dew • 
When from the wood, all ghastly wan, 

A stranger form, resembling man, 

Comes running forth, and takes its way 
With suppliant gesture to the bay 
Wa-tnm, and look on limbs besmeared 
With direst faith, a length of beard, 

A dress with thorns held tight . 

In all beside, a Greek his style, 

Who in hiB countiy’s arms erewbile 
Had sailed at Troy to fight. 

Soon as our Dardan arms he saw. 

Brief space he stood in wildcnng awe 
And cheeked his speed . then toward the shore 
With ones and weeping onward bore - 
‘ By heaven and heaven’s blest powers, I pray 
And hfe’s pnre breath, this light of day, 
Beceive me, Trojans : o’er the seas 
Transport me wheresoe’er yon please. 
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I aak no farther. Aye, ’t is true, 

1 once was of the Danaan crew, 

And levied war on Troy . 

If all too deep that crime’s red stain. 

Then fang me piecemeal to the mam 
And ’mid the waves destroy. 

If death is certain, let me die 
By hands that share humanity ' 

He ended, and before us flung 
.About our knees lu suppbance clung 
His name, his race we bid him show 
And what the story of his woe : 

Anchises’ self his hand extends 
And bids the trembler count ns friends 
Then by degrees he laid aside 
His feat, and piesently replied 

‘ From Ithaca, my home, I came, 

And Achcmeaides ray name, 

The comrade of Ulysses’ woes 
For Troy I left luy father’s dooi, 

Poor Adamastus ; both were poor , 

Ah I would these fates had been as those * 
Me, in their eager haste tc. fly 
The scene of hideous butchery, 

My unreflecting countrymen 
Left in the Cyclop’s savage den 
All foul with gore that banquet-room, 
Immense and dreadful in its gloom. 

He, lofty towering, strikes the skies 
(Snatch him, ye Gods, from mortal oyes *) • 
No kindly look e’er crossed his face. 

Ne’er oped his lips m courteous grace 
The limbs of wretches are his food 
He champs their flesh, and quafi’s their blood. 
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I saw, when his enormous hand 
Plucked forth two victims trom our band, 
Swung round, and on the threshold dashed, 
Wlule all tho floor with blood was splashed • 
I saw him grind them, bleeding fresh. 

And close his teeth on quivering flesh 
Kot unrequited . such a wrong 
My wily chieftain brooked not long : 

E’en in that dire extreme of ill 
Ulysses was Ulysses still 
For when o’ercomo with sleep and wine 
Along the cave he lay supine. 

Electing from his monstrous maw 
Wine mixed with gore and gobbets raw, 

We pray to Heaven, our parts dispose, 

And in a circle round him close 
With sharpened point that eyeball pierce 
Wliirh ’noath his brow glared lone and fierce, 
Like Argive shield or sun’s broad light. 

And thus our comradas’ death requite. 

Blit fly, unhappy, fly, and tear 
. Tour anchors fiom the shore 
For vast as Polyphemus there 
Guards, feeds, and milks his fleecy care, 

On the sea’s margin make their home 
And o’er the lofty mountains roam 
A hundred Cyclops more 
Three moons their circuit nigh have made, 
Since in wild den or woodland shade 
My wretched life I trail, 

See Cyclops stalk from rock to rock, 

And tremble at their footsteps’ shock, 

And at their voices quail 
Hard comcl iruits that life sustain, 

And grasses gathered flrom the plain 
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Long looking round, at last I scanned 
Your vessels bearing to tbe strand. 

Wbate’er you proved, I vowed me yours : 
Enough, to scape these bloody shores 
Become yourselves my slayers, and kill 
This destined wretch which way you will.’ 

E’en as he spoke, or e’er we deem, 

Down from the lofly rock 
We see the monster Polypheme 
Advancing ’mid his flock, 

In quest the well-known shore to find. 

Huge, awful, hideous, ghastly, blind 
A jnne-tree, plucked from earth, makes strong 
His tread, and guides his steps along 
Hia sheep upon their master wait, 

Sole joy, sole solace of his fate 
Soon as he touched the ocean waves 
And i-eached the level flood, 
ti-roaning and gnashing Reive, he Laves 
His socket from tbe blood, 

And through the deepening water strides. 
While scarce the billows bathe Ins sides. 

With wildered haste we speed our flight, 
Admit the suppliant, as of right. 

And noiseless loosi* the ropes , 

Our quick oars sweep tlie blue profound 
The giant hears, and towaid the sound 
With outstretched hands he giopes 
But when he grasps and grasps in vain, 

Still headed by the Ionian main. 

To heaven he lifts a monstrous roar. 

Which sends a shudder through the waves, 
Shakos to its base the Italian shore, 

And echoing runs through ^Etna’s eaves 
H 



98 


THE JENEin. 


From rocks and •woods the Cyclop host 
Rush startled forth, and crowd the coast. 
There glaring fierce we see them stand 
In idle rage, a hideons hand, 

The sons of j®tna, carrying high 
Their towering summits to the sky 
So on a height stand clustering trees, 
Tall oaks, or cone-clad cypresses, 

The stately forestry of Jove, 

Or Dian’s venerable grove 
Fiei ce panic bids us set our sail, 

A lid stand to catch the first fair gale 
Hut stronger e’en than presi 1 1 fear 
The thought of Helenus the seer, 

Who counselled still those seas to fly 
Whore Scylla and Chary bdis lie 
That path of double death we shun, 

And think a backward course to run 
When lo ' from out Peloms’ strait 
The northern hreeiies blow : 

We pass Pantagin’s rocky gate, 

^nd Mogaro, where vessels wait, 

And Thapsus, pillowed low 
So, measuring back familiar seas. 

Land after land before ns sliows 
The rescued Acliemenidos, 

The comrade of Ulysses’ woes 

Befoic Sicania’s harbour deeji, 

Against Plcmynum’s billowy steep, 
Ortygia's island hes 
Alpheus, Ehs’ stream, they say, 

Beneath the seas here found his way, 

And now his waters interfuse 
With thine, 0 fountain Arethnoe, 

Beneath Sidlian skies. 
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We pray to those high powers and then 
Pass rich Heloms’ stagnant fen 
Pachynus’ lofty cliffs we grasse, 

Projecting o’er the mam, 

And Camarina meets onr gaze 
Which fate forbad to dram, 

And Gela’s fields, and Gela’s wall. 

And Gela’s stream, that names them all 
High-towerirg Acragas succeeds. 

The sire one day of generous steeds , 
Sehnus’ palms I leave behmd 
And Lilyheum’s shallows blind 
Then Drepannni becomes my host, 

And takes me to its joyless coast 
All tempest-tost and weary, there 
1 lose my stay in eveiy care, 

Jly hire Anohisea ' Snatched m vain 
Prom death, yon leave me with my pnin, 
Dear father ' Not the Trojan seer 
In all that catalogue of fear. 

Not dire Oelmno dared foreshow 
Tins irremediable blow ’ 

That was the limit of my woes 
There all my jonmeymgs found their close 
’T was thence I parted, to be driven 
On this your coast, by will of Heaven ’ 

So king ^noas told his tale 
While all beside were still, 

Rehearsed the fortunes of Ins sail, 

And fate’s mysterious will 
Then to its close his legend brought. 

And gladly took the rest he sought. 
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BOOK IV 

Not so the queen a deep wound drams 
The hedlthful current of lier veins 
Long hiiicc the aususpected flame 
Has fastened on her fevered frame 
Much dwells she on the chief divme, 
Much ou the glories of his line 
Each look is pictured in her breast, 

Each word nor passion lots her rest 

Soon ns Aurora, tricked anew. 

Had drawn from heaven the veil of dew, 
Behold her thus her care impart 
To the fond Bister of her heart 

‘ What portents, Anna, sister dear. 
Possess my (roubled dreams ’ 

What strange unwonted guest is here * 
How hero-like he seems ' 

How bold his port ' how fair his face ' 
’T IS no vam tale, his heavenly race. 
Fear proves a base-born soul but he — 
IVhat penis his from war and sea ' 

Were not my purpose fixed as fate 
With none in wedlock's band to mate, 
Since my fii st passion falsely played 
And left me by gnm death betrayed, 
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Were bed and bridal aught bat pain, 
Perchance 1 had been weak again. 

Dear Anna I aye, I will confess, 

Since that wild moment of distress 
When poor Sychams foully bled. 

And brother’s crime a home made rod, 

He, he alone has touched my heart. 

And made my faltering purpose stai t 
E’en in those ashen embers cold 
I feel the spark I felt of old 
But first for mo may Earth unseal 
Tlic honors of her womb, 

Or Jove with awful Ihnndcr-pcal 
Dismiss me into gloom, 

The gloom of Orens’ dim twilight, 

Or deeper still, pi imeval mght, 

Ere wound I thoo, my woman’s fame, 

Or disallow tliy sacred claim. 

.JJy licait to him on whom ’twas sot 
Has passed aiul lot liuu hold it yet, 

And keep it in Ins tomb ’ 

She said, and speaking bathed her breast 
With tears that would not be repressed 

Then Anna ‘ Sweeter than the day 
To your fond sister’s eye ' 

And will you pmc your youth away 
In loveless fantasy. 

Nor wedded joy, nor children know, 

As constancy wore prized below V 
Grant that no noble suitor yet 
Has made your widowed heart forget. 

In Libya now, as erst at Tyre 
larbas, and the rest who reign 
In haughty Afric sued in vain . 

But would you quench a welcome fire ? 
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Betlnnk you further, whose the ground 
That hems your infant city round 
Here he Gtetnlian cantons rude, 

A race untamed in battle-feud. 

The Nomad, remless as his steed. 

And tribes that churlish Syrtes breed 
Thei e regions parched and summer-dried. 
And Bnica’s people prowling wide 
Why talk of menaces from Tyi-e, 

The mntterings of fraternal ire ^ 

’T was Heaven and Juno’s grace that bore, 
T ween, these Trojans to our shore, 

Hom glorious then my sister's towers. 

How vast her empire’s nsing powers, 
Linked to so grand a fate > 

With Teuonan armies at its side. 

To what a pinnacle of pnde 

Will mount the Punic stale' 

Priy you to Heav'en that favour gained. 
Give hospitality its sweep, 

And hold him still by pleas detained, 

• While fierce Orion rules the deep, 
While shattered vessels fear the wind. 
While skies are sullen and unkind ’ 

With words like these her sister piled 
Fresh fuel on the flame, 

Bade doubt bo hopeful, and beguiled 
The fears of woman’s fame 

First they implore the jiowers divine. 
And ask for peace from slirine to shrme 
Choice sheep of two years’ age are slain. 
As ceremonial rules ordain. 

To Cores, law’s eternal spring. 

To Phoebus, and Lyaeus king, 

But chief to Juno, who presides 
Supreme o’er hridegi corns and o’er brides. 
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In radiant beanty Dido stands, 

A brimming goblet in her bands, 

And ponrs it, studious of the nte, 
Between the horns of heifer white. 

Or with the Gods in new moves slow 
Where tributary altars glow. 

With rich oblations crowns the feast. 
Then gazes on the slaughtered beast. 
And in the heart’s yet quivering strings 
Spells out the lore of hidden things 
Alas ' but seers are bhnd to-day 
Can vows, can sacrifice allay 
A frantic lover's smart ? 

The very marrow of her frame 
Is turning all the while to flame, 

The wound is at her heart 
Unhappy Dido ' all ablaze 
In frenzy through the town she strays 
I'j’en as a door whom from afar 
A swam m desultorj’ war. 

Where Cretan woods aic thick, 

Has pierced, as 'mid the trees she lies, 
And all unknowing of his prize 
Has left the dart to stick 
She wanders lawn and forest o’er, 

While the fell shaft still drinks her gore 
Now through the city of her pride 
She walks, ^neas at her side. 

Displays the stores of Sidon’s trade, 
And stately homes already made 
Begins, hnt stops she knows not why, 
And lets the imperfect utterance die 
Now, as the sunlight wears away, 

She seeks the feast of yesterday. 
Enquires once more of Troy’s eclipse, 
And hangs once more upon his lips 
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Then, when the guests have gone their ways, 
And tlie dim moon withdraws her rays. 

And sotting stars to slumber call, 

Alone she mourns in that lone hall, 

Clasps the dear couch where late he hiy. 
Beholds him, hears him far away , 

Or keeps Ascanins on her kneos. 

And in the son the father sees, 

Might she but steal one peacefiil hour 
Prom love’s ungovernable power 
No more the growing towers arise, 

No more in martial exorcise 

The yonth engage, make strong the fort. 

Or shape the basin to a port • 

The works all slack and aimless ho, 

Gnm haistions, looming from on high, 

And monster cranes that mate the sky. 

Whom when imperial Juno saw 
With passion so possessed 
Too tyrannons for shame to awe, 

She Venus’ ear addressed 
‘ A glonons triumph yon enioy • 

Vant spoil must bo to share 
’Twiit Venus and her conquering boy : 

Two gods have cunning to destroy 
A single earthly fair. 

Nor has it ’soaped me that you dread 
This town that lifts so proud a head . 
liet Carthage open as she will 
Her homes, your heart mistrusts her stiU. 

But must suspiuiun never cease ^ 

Or whj so fierce a fight F 
What if we make a lasting peace. 

And niamage treaties phght ? 
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See, you have gained your heart’s desire : 
Lost Dido’s blood is turned to fire. 

Then rule we race and race ns one, 

With equal plenitude of power 
Your Phrygian yoke she e’en shall don, 
And bring her Tyiians as her dower.’ 

Then Venus — for the drift she saw 
Of her too gracious host, 

Who fain would Latium’s empire draw 
To Libya’s favoured coast — 

Thus answered ‘ Who would say you no, 
And choose you not for friend but foe. 
Could he but feel, your pleasure done. 

The wished-for consequence were won 
But ah ' 1 stand in doubt of fate 
Would Jupiter desire 
To merge in one promiscuous state 
The bOBB of Troy and Tyro, 

Let nations thus tlieir lives uuite, 

And common federation phght P 
His consort you yon b^t may move 
His heart with urgency of love 
Advance I follow where you lead ’ 
Heaven’s empress made return 
‘ That task be mine now, how to speed 
Our nearer purpose, grant yonr heed. 

And bi^fly you shall learn 
.JElneas and the unhappy queen 
Are bound to hunt in woodland green. 
Soon as to-morrow’s sun displays 
His orb, and lights the world with rays. 
Then, when the hunter-train beset 
The forest walks with dog and net, 

A furious tempest 1 will send. 

And all the heaven with thunder rend. 
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The rest shall scatter far and wide, 

Well pleased in thickest ni^ht to hide, 

While Dido and the Trojan king 
Cliance to the self-same cave shall bring - 
And there myself, your will once known. 

Will make her his, and his alone 

Thus shiill ihey wed ’ Love’s qneen assents • 

Smiles at the fraud, but not prevents. 

Tlie mom lucantimc from ocean rose • 
Forth from the gates with daybreak goes 
The silvan regiment 
Thin nets are there, and spears of steel. 

And there Massyhan riders wheel, 

And dogs of keenest scent 
liefore the chamber of her state 
Long time the Pnmo nobles wait 
The appearing of the queen 
Witli gold and purple housings lit 
Stands her proud steed, and champs the bit 
His foaming jaws between 
At length with long attendant train 
She comes her scarf of Tyrian grain. 

With broidered border decked 
Of gold her quivor knots of gold 
Confine her hair her vesture’s fold 
By golden clasp is cheeked 
The Trojaus and lulus gay 
In glad procession take their way. 

./Sneas, coniehest of the throng, 

Joins tlieir proud ranks, and steps along 
As when from Lycia’s wintry airs 
To Delos’ isle Apollo faros ; 

There Agathyrsion, Dryop, Crete, 

In dances round his altar meet 
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He on the heights of Cynthus moves, 

And binds his hair’s loose flow 
With cincture of the leaf he loves 
Behind him sounds his bow 
So firm Eneas’ graceful tread, 

So bright the glories raund his head 

Now to tlic mountain-slopes they come, 
And tangled woods, the silvan’s home 
Seo ' startled from the craggy brow, 

Wild goats run hurrying down below 
There, yet more timid, bands of doer 
Scour the wide plams m full career. 

And iuni their backs on wood and height, 
While dust-clouds gather o’er their flight 
But young Ascanius on his steed 
With boyish ardour glows. 

And now m ecstasy of speed 
He passes tliese, now those • 

For him too peaceful and too tame 
The pleasure of the hunted game 
He longs to see the foaming boai, 

Or hear the tawny lion’s roar 

Meantime, loud thunder-peals resound. 
And hail and rain the sky confound ■ 

And Tynan chiefs and sons of Troy, 

And Venus’ care, the pnneely boy. 

Seek each his shelter, winged with dread, 
While torrents from the hills run red 
Driven haply to the same retreat 
The Dardan chief and Dido meet 
Then Earth, the venerable dame. 

And Juno give the sign 
Heaven lightens with attesting flame. 

And bids its torches faliim*. 
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And from the Bnmmit of the peak 
The nymphs shrill out the nuptial shriek 

Tliat day she ilrat began to die 
That day fivet taught her to defy 
The public tongue, the public eye 
No secret love is Dido’s aim 
She calls it marriage now , such name 
She chooses to conceal her shame 

Now through the towns of Libya’s sons 
llci- progress Fame begins, 

Fame than who never plague that runs 
Its way more swiftly wins 
Her very motion lends her power 
Silie flies and waxes ei< i^ hour 
At hrst she shnnlcs, and cowers for tlreiul 
Kro long she soars on higli 
tJ|>ori the ground she plants her trend. 

Her forehead in the sky 
Wroth with Olympus, pnrint Earth 

• Drought forth the monster to the light, 
Last daughter of the giant birth, 

With feet and rajml wings for flight 
Huge, terrible, gigantic Fame * 

For every plume that clothes her frame 
An eye beneath the feather peeps, 

A tongue rings loud, an ear upleaps. 
Hurtling ’twixt earth and heaven she flies 
Jly night, nor hows to sleep her eyes 
Pei'ched on a roof or tower by day 
She tills great cities with dismay , 

How oft Boe’er the truth she tell, 

She loves a falsehood all too well 
Such now from town to town she flew 
With rumours mixed of Msc and true : 
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Tells of ^neas come to land, 

Whom Dido graces with her hand 
Now, 1 Jst to shame, the enamoured pair 
The winter in soft dalliance wear, 

Nor tnm their possion-blmded eyes 
On kingdoms rising or to nse 
Such viperous seed, where’er she goes. 

On tongue and lip the Goddess sows 
Then seeks larbas, stirs his ire, 

And fans resentment into fire. 

He, born a son of Ammon’s race 
Prom Garamantiiin Nymph’s embrace, 

Had raised withm hia wide domains 
To parent Jove a hundred fanes 
There hallowed to Ins mighty sire 
For ever lives the vigil fire , 

Fresh victim-blood makes neb the ground, 

And with gay wreatlis the doors are crowned 
And he, ’tis said, with fierce disdain, 

The luuionr maddenmg in his brain, 

’Mid altars eiiai'ged with pnnccly gifts 
To Jove 111 jirayer his hands nplilts ■ 

‘ Gi’cat Sn e, to whom beneath my reign 
The Moors reclined on pni pie gram 
Lerucan offerings pour, 

Beliold’ht thou this or when the spheres 
Thou shak’st, are ours but omfity fcai's ^ 

Do lightnings cleave the skies in vain. 

And thunders idly roar P 
A dame, who, on my fiontiei' thrown, 

Bought leave to build a puny town. 

To whom ourselves, as lords, allow 
A strip of barren eoast to plough, 

Has spurned our profibred hand, and ta'cn 
.^neas o’er her realm to reign. 
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And now this Paris, with his band 
Of gallants, like himBelf, unmanned, 

His pssenced hair in Lydian wise 
With turban bound, enjoys the prize 
We kneel in temples known as tliino, 
And nurse a fame we dream divine ’ 

Thus at the altar as he prayed 
The Tathcr heard his prayer. 

And, turning, Carthage town surveyed. 
And that besotted pair 
Then snmmons Mercury to fulfil 
Tlie charge of liis almighty will 
‘ Go forth, my son, command the gales, 
And spread for flight thy feathery sails , 
Haste to the Dardan chief who waits 
In Carthage, heedless of the fates 
That grant him other crowns, and bear 
My mandate through the bounding air 
No recreant his fiur mother swore 
Onr eyes should see in him she bore 
. Twice from the grasp of doom 
No , blit a chief of force to sway 
Italia, charged with battle-fray. 

With empire in its womb, 

The pride of Tencer’s blood maintain, 
And bow all nations to his reign 
If zeal no more his soul inflame 
To labour for his own fair fame, 

Tet can the sire behold his child 
Of Rome’s imperial hills beguiled ? 
What prospect lures him, day by day 
Thus ’mid a hostile race to stay, 

Blind to the hopes by fate decreed, 
Lavinium’s realm, Ausonia’s seed ? 
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No, let him sail that word m one 
Says all • be thus our errand done ’ 

The God his father’s bidding plies • 

And first around his feet he ties 
His golden wings, that take the breeze 
And waft him high o’er earth or seas ■ 
Then grasps his rod that calls to light 
Pale ghosts, or plunges them in night. 
Induces sleep or bi^ it fly, 

And opes again the dead man’s eye 
That rod in hand, he drives the gales, 

Or cleaves his way through misty leils. 
Now the tall peak and sides he spies 
Of Atlas, who supports the skies, 

Of Atlas, o’er whose pine-ci owned head 
An awful haze of clouds is spread, 

While wintry blast and driving sleet 
For ever on liis temples beat 
The snow-drift robes his shoulders bleak 
The torrent courses down his check, 

And points, as winds its waters warp, 

His beard with ice-flakes, keen and sharp. 
Poised on his wings, here Hermes stood , 
Then stooped him headlong to the flood. 
E’en as a bird that skims the tide, 

Low coasts and fasby rocks beside* 

So ’twixt the earth and heaven he sails, 
So parts the sand-beach from the gales. 
As from his mother’s sire he fares, 
Oylleno’s God, through Libyan airs 

Soon as his feet, as winged for flight. 
On Carthaginian ground alight, 

He sees .ffineas full in view 

Planning fresh towers and dwellings new 
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His sword-hilt gleamed with jasper-stone : 

A scarf was o’er hia shoulders thrown 

Of Tynan purple Dido’s loom 

Had streaked with gold its glowing bloom. 

The God begins — ‘ And here yon stay, 
Content the obsequious lord to play, 

And beautify your lady’s town, 

Indifferent to your own renown ' 

He, he, the Sire, enthroned on high, 

Whose nod strikes awe through earth and sky, 
He sends me down, and bids me bear 
His mandate through the bounding air. 

What make you here ? what cherished sehomc 
Tempts you lu Libyan land to dream P 
If zeal no mo»e your soul inflame 
To labour for your own fair fame. 

Lot young Ascamus claim your care 
Regard the promise of your heir, 

'fo wliom, by warranty of fate, 

The Halian crown, the Roman state, 

Of nght are owing ’ Hermes said, 

And e’en in speaking ^lassed and fled 
One moment beamed on mortal ej os, 

Then mingled with the ambient skies 

.lEneas lieaid, aghast, amazed, 

His speech tongue-tied, his hair upraised 
Appalled by Heaven’s austere command. 

He yearns to leave tbe dear, dear land 
But how to fly ® or how acco.st 
The queen, by eddying passion tost P 
How charm the lavings of distress P 
What choice to make, when hundreds pi-ess P 
So by conflicting cares distraught, 

Tins way and tliat he whirls his thought. 
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Till in the tnmnlt of his breast 
One counsel dominates the rest. 

Sergestus and Serestus tried 
He calls 'vrith Mnestheus to his side . 

Bids them unmarked their barks equip, 

And muster all the crews to ship, 

Armed as for fight, yet veil from view 
The spring that moves designs so new • 
Himself, as chance may serve, the while. 
Since Dido, innocent of guile. 

Still dreams her happy dream, nor thinks 
That aught can break those golden Imks, 
Will watch the hour, and strive to soothe 
When tunc is ripe and access smooth 
Well-pleased, they give their eager heed 
^.nd act his will with dnteons speed. 

But Dido soon — can aught beguile 
Love’s watchful eye — perceived his wile 
She feels each stirring of the air. 

And e’en in safety dreads a snare 
Once more fell Fame reports the news 
Of barks equipped and mustering crews 
She raves in impotence of soul. 

Storms through the town, and spurns control 
So when the clanging shnno is stnred. 

And Bacchus ’ Bacchus ' is the wotd. 

The Thyiad starts from sleep, and flies 
Where through the night Cithseron cries 
Soon on j®ncas, unaddressed, 

She pours the frenzy of her breast 
‘ Wliat ? would the wretch his crime conceal, 
And, like a thief, from Carthage steal 
Nor present love, nor hand once plight, 

Nor dying Dido stays your flight ^ 

I 
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Nay, yon wonld sail ’neatli winter's sky, 
And through the rush of tempests fly, 

All cruel ’ Sure, if lands unknown 
Were not to seek, were Troy your own. 
E’en for tliat Troy, your ancient home, 
Yon ne’er would cross yon angry foam 
From me you fly ' Ah ' let me crave, 

By these poor tears, that liand yon gave — 
Since, parting with my woman’s pride, 

Sly madness leaves me nought beside — 
By that our wedlock, by the rite 
Which, but begun, could yet unite, 

Jf e'ei my kindness held you hound, 

Tf e’er in 1110 jour loy yon found. 

Look on this falling hoase, and still, 

If prayer can tomh yon, ihangc your will 
For you I angwvd Libyan hordes, 

Woke jealous Late in Nomad lowls, 

7 iOs't Tjrnari heai-fs far yon, the same, 

I trampled on iny own good name, 

That wifely honour, winch alone 
Uad placed me on a starry throne 
Think, think to whom you make bequest 
Of djong Uido, gentle guest ' 

Since fate but that cold name allows 
To Inm whom once I called my spouse 
Why should I hi a to see my town 
By my fierce brother battered down, 

Or e’en myself a captivo led 
To Moor Lubas’ bridal bed ? 

Ab ' had I, ere yon chose to rove, 

Ta’en from your arms some pledge of love. 
Some child ^neas to recall 
Tour face, and gambol in my hall, 

The sire had cheered me in the son, 

Nor had 1 seemed so all undone.’ 
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She ended He by Jove’e behest 
His eyes unblenching bold, 

And pnsoned deep -vvitbin his breast 
The gnef that upward swelled 
Then briefly spoke • ‘ Your favours count, 
I question not the vast amount , 

While memory lasts and pulses beat, 

The thought of Dido shall be sweet 
Now hear my plea, fair queen, in brief , 

I hoped not, trust me, like a thief, 

By stealth to quit your const 
I never lit the mai nage flame. 

Nor gloried in a husband’s name 
The covenant to which I came 
Spoke but of guest and host 
Would Fate indulge me at my will, 

My lot to mould, my cares to still. 

Old Troy should claim my chiefest pom' 
To wake to life its dear remains, 

And Pnam’a hall and Pnam’s tower 
Should nurse the vanquished into power 
But now Gryuean propliocies 
On Latium bid me fix my eyes , 

For Latium Lycia’s lots declare 
There is my heart, my home is there 
If, Tynan bom, you linger here, 

And find a Libyan city dear, 

Why grudge to Troy her Latian homo ^ 
We too have realms lieyondthe foam 
My sire, Anchises, oft as night 
Invests the world, and stars are bnght, 
Warns me in sleep with wrathful frown. 
And scares me on my couch of down 
Yet louder pleads the injury done 
Bach moment to my darling son, 
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Defrauded of Hesperia’s reigp, 

And Imrped from lands the fates ordain. 

Now too the messenger divine — 

I swear it by your life and mine — 

Comes down fi’om Jove himself, to bear 
Heaven’s mandate through the bounding air. 
I saw him pass the walls, and heard 
E'en with these eais liis warning word 
•Xhen vex no more yourself and me : 

’T 1.S Heaven, not I, tliat calls to sea ’ 

Thus as he sjiokc, long time askance 
She marked him with quick-darting glance, 
Swe])t o’er his frame her silent eyes ; 

Tlien, hlazing out in fury, cries 
‘ No croddoss bore yon, traitorous man 
No Dardanus yonr race began 
No , 't was from Caucasus you sprung, 

And tigers nursed you with their young 
Why longer wear the mask, as though 
I waited for some heavier blow f 
Heaved he one sigh at tears of mine 
Moved lie those liaid impassive eyne ^ 

Did one kind drop of pity fall 
At tJionght of her who gave him all ^ 

What first, what last ? Now, now I know 
Queen Juno’s self has turned my foe 
Not e’en Saturnian Jove is just • 

No faith on earth, in heaven no trust 
A shipwrecked wanderer np and down, 
r made him share my home, my crown 
His shattered fleet, his needy crew 
From hre and fiiniine’s jaws 1 drew 
Ah, Furies whirl me ’ now divine 
Apollo, now the Lycian shnne, 
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Now heaven’s own herald comes, to bear 
His grisly mandate through the air 1 
Aye, Gods above ply tasks hke these • 

Such cares disturb their life of case — 

I loathe your person, soom your pleas 
Go, seek your kingdom o’er the foam, 

Hunt with the winds your Latian home 
Yet, yet I trust, if Heaven do right. 

That fate shall find you ’mid your flight, 
Wrecked on some luck remote from shore 
And calhng Dido o’er and o’er 
Dido shall fasten on her prey 
In sulphurous fires, though far away 
And when her life and hmbs divide 
Her ghost shall never quit your side . 

Yes, blood for blood* your cry of woe, 

Base wretch, shall reach me down below ’ 

Her speech half done, she breaks away, 

And, sickening, shuns the hght of day, 

And (cars her from Ins gnac. 

While he, with tliouswid things to say, 

Still &ltcr8 and delays 
Her servants lift the sinking fair, 

And to her marble chamber bear. 

But good .®noas, thongh he fam 
Would follow and console her pain 
With many a groan, his mighty breast 
Shaken all o’er with love suppressed, 
iBows ne’ertfaeless to Heaven’s command 
And swiftly hies him to the strand 
Housed by the sight, the Trojan train 
Haul down their navy to the mam 
The smooth keel floats from neighbouring wood 
They bring them oars, imshaped and rude, 



THE jENEID. 


ii8 

And timber leafy as it grew, 

In zeal to fly^ the eager crew 
Yon see them hurry to the shore 
And forth from all tho city pour 
E en as when ants indostrions toil 
Some mighty heap of com to spoil, 

And mindful of the cold to como 
Convey their new-won booty home 
There moves the column long and black, 
And threads tho grass with one thin track • 
Some Inboiiriiig with tlieir shoulders strong 
Heave huge and heavy grams along 
Home force the stragglers iiito tile • 

I'lic pathway seethes and glows the while 
What felt you. Dido, in that hour P 
What groans oseaped yon then, 
Beholding from your lofty tower 
Tho coast alive with men, 

And all the port before yottr eyes 

Dno tumult of conflicting ones P 

Curst Love ’ wliat lengths of tyrant scorn 

Wreak’st not on those of woman born P 

•> 

Once more affection’s tear must start, 

Once more must prayers essay tlieir art , 
Once more that high and haughty soul 
jMust suppliant sloop to love’s control, 

Lest aught of aid untried remain. 

And Dido rush on death in vain. 


‘ See, Anna, how their crews collect , 

O’er all the shore they crowd 
The sails are spread , the stems are decked 
With festal garlands proud 
Enough , my heart foresaw this ill, 

And, Bister, I shall bear it still 
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Tet once, but once yonr sncconr lend : 

’T was you tho wretch would make his friend, 
To you his secret thoughts confide * 

Ton only know his softer side 
Go now, my sister, suppliant go, 

And thus accost our haughty foe 
Not I with Greece at Auhs joined 
To sweep his Trojans from mankmd , 

I sent no fleet to Ilium’s coast, 

Hor vexed Anchiscs’ buried ghost ; 

Why should he change his ears to stone, 

And close their portals on my moan ? 

One boon I sue for , let him bide 
Till fair the breeze and smooth the tide 
Not now I ask him to restore 
Tho ancient mamage be forswore, 

Resign his lovely L itian town, 

Or abdicate Italia’s crown 
My prayer is for a transient grace, 

To give this madness bi-eatbing-space, 

Till fortune’s discipline shall scliool 
My vanquished heart to grieve by rule. 
Vouchsafe this aid, the last I crave. 

And take requital from my grave ’ 

So pleads she : and her woful prayers 
Again, again her sister bears • 

He stands immovable by tears, 

Nor tenderest words with pity hears. 

Fate bars tho way a hand above 
His gentle cars makes deaf to love. 

As some strong oak, the mountain’s pnde, 
Fierce Alpine blasts on either side 
Are striving to o’erthrow . 

It creaks and strains beneath the shock. 

And from the weather-beaten stock 
Thick leaves the ground bestrow • 
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Yet firm it etEinds ; liigh as its crown 
Towers up to heaven, so deep goes down 
Its root to worlds below 
So in this storm of prayers the chief 
Thrills through and through with manly grief- 
Unchanged Ins heart’s resolves remain, 

And falling tears are idle rain. 


Then, maddened by her destiny. 

Unhappy Dido pra3m to die • 

'T IS weary to look up and we 
Tlie overarching sky 
It chanced, to fortify her beni-t 
And steel her purpose to depart, 

Before the altar as she stands 

She sees a hlackness gather o’er 
The chalice mantling in her hands, 

And wine — O horror' — turns to gore. 

Not e’en into her sister’s ear 
She dared to breathe that tale of fear 
Beside, within her courts a fane 
There stood, of marble’s purest grain, 

Where oft she wont to render vows 
The chapel of her ancient spouse, 

Wreathed with white wool and sacred boughs ; 
Thence, when the dark was over all, 

There came a sighing and a call, 

As in the dead man’s tone 
And midnight’s solitary bird, 

Death-boding, from the roof was heard 
To make its long, long moan 
And prophecies of l^gono seers 
Ring ton-or in her wildered ears. 

.^neas with unpitying face 
Still honnds her in a nightly chase : 



BOOK IV. 


121 


And still companionless she seems 
To tread the wilderness of dreams, 

And vainly still her Tynans seek 
Through desert regions, ah, how bleak > 
Like frantic Penthens when ho sees 
The dragon-eyed Eumenides, 

And two red suns appear to rise, 

And Thebes looks double to his eyes • 

Or as the Atndan matricide 

Runs frenzied o’er the scene, 

What time with snakes and torches plied 
He flees the murdered queen, 

While at the threshold of the gate 
The sister-fiends expectant wait 


So when, resolved on death, sho pressed 
That thought of frenzy to her breast, 

The time and maiiuer she decides : 

Then in her look the purpose hides, 

And, calling hope into her chucks. 

Her sorrowing sister thus bespeaks 
‘ My Anna, I have found a way 
(Rejoice o’er Dido’s love ’) 

My spell upon his sense to lay. 

Or his from mine remove 
On ocean’s marge, where suns descend, 

A spot there lies, the Etbiops’ end, 

Where Atlas on hia shoulders reaie 
The starry fabric of the spheres. 

Men show me there, in that far place, 

A priestess of Massylian race. 

Who kept the Hesperian temple’s pale, 
And gave the diagon his regale, 

Guarding the tipe’s immortal boughs 
With honey-dew and poppy -drowse 
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Her charms can cnre -what sonla she please, 
Bob other hearts of healthful ease, 

Turn nvera backward to their source, 

And make the stars forget their course. 

And call up ghosts from night 
The gioiind shall bellow ’neath your feet • 
The inoniitarn-ash shall quit its seat. 

And travel down tlio lieight 
By heaven I swear, and your dear life, 
Unwillmgly these arts I wield. 

And take, to meet the coming strife. 
Enchantment’s sword and shield 
You m the inner court prepare 
A lofty pile ’neath open air 
There duly be the armour plated 
Left by the traitor in his haste. 

The doffed apparel of our foe, 

The bndal bed that wrought my woe 
Wlmte’er was his is doomed to fire 
So magic bids, and J desire ’ 

She paused a paleness as of death 
• Her ghastly features dyes 
Yet Anna dreams not that beneath 
These rites a ftineral lies 
The frenzy-pitch of love and pride 
She knows not, dreams not worse may tide 
Than in the hour Sychens died • 

So on her bidding hies. 

And now within, beneath the sky, 

The pile was rising, heaped on high 
With oak and pinewood tree 
The queen enwreathes it round, and weaves 
Long chaplets of funereal loaves 
There lays, devoted to the fii c,. 

The sword forgot^ the doffed attire. 
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And chief, the traitor’s eflBgy, 

Well knowing what should be. 

The blazing altars stand aronnd 
The priestess, with her hair nnbotind, 

■ Tlirec hundred gods proclaims. 

Grim Erebus and Chaos old, 

And Hocat-Dian, power threefold. 

Throe faces and three names. 

Around the lustral stream she flmgs, 

Drawn, so she feigns, from Stygian springs 
And [loison-plants by raiKinliglit shorn 
She fetches, not un.soaght 
And love’s mystenons token, tom 
From forehead of a foal new-bora. 

Ere by the mother caught 
Before the altars Dido stands 
With ritual cake and stainless hands. 

One foot unshod, unchecked by bands 
Her vesture’s ample flow 
Tlioi e calls on henvon, or ere sho die. 

And on the stairy host on high 

That fate’s deep counsels know • 

And makes her passionate appeal 
To gods, if gods there he, that feel 
For ilbmatcliud lovers’ woe 

’T IS night earth’s tired ones taste the balm. 
The precious hnlm of sleep, 

And in the forest there is calm. 

And on the savage deep 
The stars are in their middle flight 

The fields are linshed each bird or beast 
That dwells beside the silver lake 
Or haunts the tangles of the brake 
In placid slumber lies, released , 

From trouble by the touch of night/ 
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All but the hapless queen to rest 
Sill* yields not, nor viith eye or breast 
The gentle night receives • 

Her cares redouble blow on blow 
Love storms, and, tossing to and fro. 

With billowy passion heaves 
And thus she breathes the thoughts that roll 
Tumultnoiia through her lonely soul 
‘ AVliat shall I do make proof onco more 
Of those who sought my love before, 

In suppliance to the Nomads turned, 

Whose jiroffered hand so oft I sjiurucd P 
Or shall I trend the Trojan deet, 

A menial slave at each one’s beck ^ 

Am though of gratitude they reck, 

Oi think of favouis done ' 

Nay, though I wished, what haughty lord 
Would lake a humbled queen on board ^ 

And know you not, ah wretch forlorn, 

The treachery of the seed forsworn 
Of false Laoiiiedou 
•Then shall I join the shouting crew 
Alone, or with my Tynans true 
Attach me to their train, 

And hurry those, whom scarce I tore 
I’rom Sidon’s town, to tempt once more 
The penis of the mam ? 

No , die as you deserve, and heal 
This anguish with the sharp sure steel 
’T was yon, my sister, first, who, swayed 
By my weak tears, my jieace betrayed 
And gave me to the foe 
Ah • had I lived estranged from love, 

Like some wild ranger of the grove. 

Nor tampered with this woe. 

Or kept at least the faith 1 vowed 
To my Sychteus’ funeral shroud ' ’ 
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Such plaiDings burst from that loue heart: 
^ueas, ready to depart, 

Slept, in bis vessel laid, 

When Mercury m hia dreavs was seen 
Returning with the self-same mien. 

And this monition made 
(The voice, the hair, the blooming cheek. 

The graceful limbs the god bespeak) 

‘ What ? with such perilous deed in hand, 
Infatuate, can you sleep, 

Nor see what dangers round yon stand. 

Nor hoar the Zephyrs from the land 
Rlow fair upon the deep ^ 

She, bent on death, fell cimie conceives. 

And witli lorapestnous passion heaves 
And fly you not the net she weaves. 

While yet ’t is tune for flight ^ 

With vessels all the sea will swarm. 

And all the coast with flame be warm. 

And fiercely glare the blazing brand, 

If, lingering on this Punic land. 

You meet the morning light 
Away to sea ' a woman’s will 
Is changeful and uncertain stdl ’ 

He said, and mixed with night 

The phantom broke .Eneas’ sleep 
From bed he springs with sudden leap. 

And wakes his weary men ■ 

‘ Quick, rouse you, gallauts ’ catch the gale • 
Sit to the oar, unfurl the sail ' 

A god, commissioned from on high. 

Commands us cut our cords and fly 
Behold him yet again ' 

Yes, gracious Power ! whate’er thy style, 

We gladly follow and obey : 
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0 cheer us with propitious smile, 

And send fair stars to guide our way ' ’ 

He said . his flashing swoi d outflow, 

And shears the moi^iig-rojiDs in two 
From man to man the flame flies fast 
Tliey scour, they scud and now the last 
Has paitcd from the shore 
You cannot see the iiiaiu for slups 
With emulous stroke the oar-hlado dips, 

And sw'uops the water o’er 

Now, rising from Tithonus’ hed, 

The Dawn on earth her frc'shness shed • 

Tile queen from ofl“ her turret hciglit 
Perceives the first dim streak of lisrlit. 

The fleet canvring on its way, 

And void and sadless shore and hay , 

She smites her breast, aU snowy fan-, 

And rends her golden length of hair , 

‘ Groat Jove ^ and shall he go '' ' she cries, 

‘ And leave our realm a wanderer’s mock '' 
jQuick, snatch your aims and chase the prize. 
And drag the vessels from the dock ' 

Fetch flames, bring darts, ply oars ' yet why P 
What words arc those, or where am I ^ 

Why rave I thus ? Those impious deeds — 
Poor Dido ’ now your tom heart bleeds. 

Too late ' it should have hied that day 
When at his feet your sceptre lay 
Lo hero, the chief of stainless word. 

Who takes his household gods on board. 

Whose shoulders safe from sword and fire 
Conveyed his venerable sire ' 

O had I rent him limb from limb 
And oast him o’er the waves to swim, 

His friends, his own Ascanins killed, 

And with the child the &,ther filled ' 
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Yet danger in tlie atnfo had been — 

Who prates o£ danger here ^ 

A death-devoted, desperate qneen, 

What foe had I to fear ? 

No, I had sown the flame broadcast, 

Had fired the fleet from keel to mast, 

Slain son and sire, stamped out the race. 
And thrown at length with stedfast face 
Myself upon the bier 
Eye of the world, majestic Sun, 

Who soo’st whate’er on earth is done. 

Thou, Juno, too, interpreter 
And witness of the heart’s fond stir. 

And Heeato, tremendous power, 

Li cross- ways howled at midnight hour. 
Avenging fiends, and gods of death 
Wlio breathe in dying Dido’s breath. 

Stoop your great powers to ills that plead 
To heaven, and my petition hoed 
If needs must be that wretch ablioired 
Attain the port and float to land ; 

If such the fate of heaven’s high lord, 

Ana so the moveless pillars stand ; 
Scourged by a savage enemy. 

An exile from lus son’s embrace. 

So let him sue for aid, and see 

His people slain before his face , 

Nor, when to humbhng peace at length 
Ho stoops, bo his or hfo or land, 

But let him fall in manhood’s strength 
And welter torobless on the sand 
Such malison to heaven I pour, 

A last libation with my gore 
And, Tyrians, you through time to come 
His seed with deathless hatred chase 
Be that year gift to Dido’s tomb . 

No love, no league ’twizt race and race. 
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Else from my ashes, scourge of crime, 

Eom to pursue the Dar^an horde 
To-day, to-morrow, through all time, 

Oft as our hands can wield the sword • 
Ihght shore with shore, fight sea with sea, 
Fight all that are or e’er shall be ' ’ 

She ceased, and with her heart debates 
How best to leave the life she hates. 

Then to Sychaias’ nurse she cried 
(For hers crcwhile at Tyre had died), 

‘ Good nurse, my sister Anna bnng 
O’er face and body hid her flmg 
Pure diops fiom ln.stral bough 
So sprinkled come, and at her side 
The victims load yon too pi ovule 
A fillet for your brow 
A saonfico to Stygian Jove 
I hero i«'ifer'ni, 4</ ease my lore, 

And give to flame tbe fatal bed 
Which pillowed once the Tiojau’s head ' 

^Thus she . the aged dame gives heed. 

And, feebly hurrying, mends her speed 

Then, niuddomng over crime, the queen. 
With bloodshot eyes, and sanguine streaks 
Flesh painted on her quivering ehcoks. 
And wanning o er with deatli forc'secn, 
Through inner portals wildly fares, 

Scales the high pile with swift ascent, 
Takes up tho Dardan sword and bares, 

Stul gift, for dificrent uses meant 
She eyed tho robes with wistful look. 

And, pausing, thought awhile and wept 
Then pressed her to the couch, and spoke 
Her last goodnight or ere she slept. 
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‘ Sweet relics of a time cf love, 

When Fate and Heaven were kind, 
Eeceive my life-blood, and remove 
These torments of the mind 
My life is hved, and I have played 
The part that Fortnne gave, 

And now I pass, a queenly shade. 
Majestic to the grave 
A glorious city I have bmlt. 

Have seen my walls ascend, 
Chastised for blood of husband spilt 
A brother, yet no Mend. 

Blest lot ! yet lacked one blessing more. 
That Troy had never touched my shore.’ 
Then, as she kissed the darling bed, 

‘ To die ' and unrevenged ' ’ she said, 

‘ Yet let me die . thus, thus I go 
Rejoiomg to the shades below 
Let the false Dardan feel the blaze 
That bums me pouring on his gaze. 

And bear along, to cheer bis way, 

The funeral presage of to-day ’ 

Thus as she speaks, the attendant tram 
Behold her wnthing as m pain, 

Her hands with slaughter sprinkled o’er, 
And the fell weapon spouting gore 
Loud clamours thnU the lofty halls 
Fame shakes the town, confounds, appals 
Each house resounds with women’s ones. 
And funeral wails assault the skies 
E’en as one day should war o’ertliiow 
Proud Carthage or her parent Tyre, 
And fire-dood stream with furious glow 
O’er roof, and battlement, and spire. 

K 
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Her Bieter hears, and, mid mth fears, 

All breathless through the throng she 
flies 

Sends cheek of rose, beats breast of snovrs, 

And loud on dying Dido ones . 

* Ah sister ! -was it this yon meant, 

And am I trapped by guile ? 

Was this the innocent intent 
Of altar-fire and pile ^ 

What first arraign when all is drear P 
And might not Anna tarry near 
Her Dido’s dying bed ^ 

Yon shcrald have bid me share vonr doom* 

One pang had borne us to the tomb. 

One hour the twain had sped 
Nay, with these hands the pile I reared 
And called the gods our father feared. 

That you might lay you down to die, 

And I he absent, heartless I ' 

See here, yourself and me foredonc, 

Town, people, princes, all m one ’ 

*Bung water from yon mnimig wavo 
These bleeding wonnds I yet can lave, 

And fondly catch whate’er of breath 
Is flickering on the lips of death ’ 

She spoke, and speaking mounts the stair. 
Clasps to her breast the expiring fair. 

Enfolds her in her robe, and dries 
The purple that her bosom dyes 
The dull eyes ope, as drowsed by sleep. 

Then close the death-wound gurgles deep 
Thnce on her arm she raised her head, 

Thrice sank exhausted on the bed, 

Stared with blank gaze aloft, around 
For light, and groaned as light she found. 
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Then Jnno, pitying her long pain, 

And all that agony of death, 

Sent Iris down to part in twain 

The clinging limbs and straggling breath 
For since she perished not by fate, 

Nor fell by alien stroke deserved. 

Bat raahed on death before her date, 

By sadden spasm of frenzy nerved, 

Not yet Proserpma had shred 
The nnglet from her anbnrn head. 

Whose severance man from earth withdraws. 
And yields him up to Plato’s laws. 

So down from Heaven fair Iris flies 

On saffron wings impearled with dews, 
That flash against the snnht skies 
A thousand vanegatod hues ; 

Then stands at Dido’s head, and cries 
‘ This lock to Dis I bear away 
And free yoa from your load of clay • ’ 

So shears the lock • the vital heats 
Disperse, and breath in air retreats. 
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BOOK V 

Meaktimg ^neaa iu his bark 

Sails on, his purpose firm and fast:, 

And cats the billows, glooming dark 
Beneath the wintry northern blast 
Oft to the town he turns hia eyes, 

Wlieiice Dido’s fires already use 
What cause has lit bo fierce a flame 
They know not but the pangs of shame 
I'rom great love wronged, and what despair 
Can make a baified woman dare, 

All this they know, and knowing tread 
The paths of presage, vagne and dread 

The ships had passed into the main, 

And land no longer met the eye. 

On every side the watery plain, 

On every side the expanse of sky , 
When o’er his head a cloud there stood, 
With night and tempest in its womb. 
And all the suifaco of the flood 

Was ruffled by the incumbent gloom. 
E’en Fnlmnre his foar confessed, 

As from the stem be cries, 

‘ Ah ' why do clouds so dark invest 
The compass of the skies. 

Or what has Neptnne sire m store ? ’ 

This said, he makes them ply the oar. 
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And brace eacb rope himself the sail 
Tnms edgewise to the driving gale, 

Then thns resames • ‘ My gallant lord, 
Though Jove himself should pledge his word, 
I could not look to stem the seas 
To Italy ’neath skies hke these 
The winds are changed, and cross our path 
The West is darkening uito wrath , 

The dull air lowers in thickest mist , 

Nor can we struggle or resist , 
dome, let us bow to Fortune’s sway, 

And, as she beckons, shape our way 
Not distant far, I jiidgt*, there lies 

Your brother Eryx’ friendly shore, 
Sicania’s port, if right my eyes 

Retrace the stars they watched before ’ 
AEneas spoke ‘ Long since ’t is plain 
The wind gives law, your toil is vam 
Let go the sheet and turn. 

What country can I hold so sweet. 

So welcome to my weaiy fleet, 

As where Acestes lives and reigns, 

IVne Trojan, and my sire’s remains 
Are resting in their urn ? ’ 

This said, they haste them to the hay 
The favouring Zephyrs speed their way 
Swift rides the navy o’er the main. 

And soon the well-known strand they gam. 

From mountain-top Acestes marks 
The coming of the friendly barks. 

And hies him down, in woodland ti im 
Of hontiug-spear and bearskm gnm, 

Born of a dame of Trojan blood 
Prom union with Crimisns’ flood. 
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fits fathers quicken in his veins 

He hails his kinsmen, come once more, 
With rustic splendour entertains. 

And cheers them from his friendly store 

Soon as the morrow’s dawning light 
Had put the vanquished stars to flight, 
^neas thus from grassy monnd 
Bespeaks his comrades gathering round - 
‘ Brave Dardans, bom of heavenly line, 

A year its round of months has made 
Since in the sepulchre we laid 
The relics of my sire divine. 

And mourning altars reared. 

And now that day has come, to me 
For evermore, by Heaven’s decree. 
Embittered and endeaied 
That day, though in Gsetuhaii wild 
l( found me outcast and exiled. 

Though tossing o’er the ^geean foam 
Or lurking in an Argive hone, 

‘That sacred day I still would keep 
And high with gifts the altars heap 
And now, as time and place conspire, 

E oil at the aslies of my sire, 

Not niioonducted by the hand 
( )f favouring Gods, to-day wc stand. 

Then join we gladly in the rite - 
Invoke the winds to speed our flight. 

And pray that he we hold so dear 
Hay take our offerings year by year. 

Soon as our promised town we i-aise. 

In temples sacred to his praise 
Acostes, Troy’s descendant true. 

Bestows to-day on every crew 
Two fair and stately steers : 
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Invite we then, the feast to grace, 

The home-goda of our own proud race, 
And those onr host reveres 
Moreover, if the dawn dispense 
Her light to earth aine morrows hence. 
First for the Teucnans be decreed 
A rivalry of naval speed 
Whose feet are swift to mu the oonrse. 
Whose arm is nerved with manly force 
To aim the dart and shaft anght 
Or raw-hide gauntlets wield m fight. 
Come all, bold hearts and eagor eyes. 

And he that earns, expect the pnae 
Now hush your tongues from idle speech. 
And take you garlands, all and each ’ 

Thus having said, he wreathes his brow 
With his maternal niyrtle-bongb 
So too docs Helymus, and s>> 

Acestes with his locks of snow. 

And young Asoamus and the rest 
Obey the example and behest 
Then to the tomb he moves along, 

The centre of a circling throng 
There, mindful of the nte divine, 

Two cups he pours of purest wine, 

Two of new milk, and two of gore 
From victims, on the grassy floor. 

And scatters flowers of dazzling red. 

And thus salutes the mighty dead 
‘ Hail, sacred father ! hail agam, 

Blest shade, blest ashes, snatched in vain 
From foe, and fire, and sea < 

Not mme with you the Italiau shore 
And Latian Tiber to explore, 

Whoe’er that Tiber be ! ’ 
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He ceased, wlien &om tlie tomb below 
A serpent, clad in glittering scales, 

Seven coils, seven giant volnmes trails. 
Winds smoothly round tho mound of green, 
And glides the altar-fires between, 

His long liaok dappled with a glow 
Half green, half golden, like the bow 
That flashes ’gainst tdio sunlit skies 
A thousand variegated dyes 
Then, as amazed ^neas stood, 

’Twixt bowl and cup tbe reptile wound, 
Took tithing of the sacred food. 

And harmless vanished ’neath the mound, 
With zeal renewed the duteous son 
Applies him to the rite begun, 

Unknowing in his wondenng awo 
How best to name the shape he saw, 

The genius of the spot they tread. 

Or menial follower of the dead • 

At onco he slays two fatted swme. 

Two youngling sheep, two sahle kine. 

Pours out the sacrificial wine, 

And on his mighty lather calls, 

Tho shade whom Pluto disenthralls 
Each from his store, the Trojans gay 
Present their gifts, their victims slay, 

Set on and heat the brimming brass, 

Then stretch them careless on the grass : 
Strow ’noath the spits a fiery bed, 

And roast the flesh on embers red 


And now the expected day is here : 
The ninth fair mom m lustre clear 
Is driving o’er the sky : 
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Acestes’ name and rnmoar wide 
Have summoned all +he country-side - 
They crowd the coast through breadth and 
length, 

To see the feats of Trojan strength, 

And some their own to try 
There in the midst the gifts are seen, 

Rich tripods, meet for sacrifice, 

And garlands of luxuriant green. 

And sprays of palm, the conqueror’s prize, 
With arms, and purple robes of state. 

And gold and silver, talont-woight 
And from a mound the trump proclaims 
The festal onset of the games 

First for the naval prize compete 
Four ships, the flower of all the fleet 
With stroke of oarsmen swift and strong 
Brave Mnestbous speeds his Shark along, 
Mnostheus, one day Ausonia's grace, 

The founder of the Memmian race. 

Chimaira moves in Gyas’ charge, 

Huge bulk, a city scarce so large. 

With Dardan rowers in triple bank. 

The tiers ascending rank o’er rank • 

Sergestus, whence the Sergian name, 
Commands the Centaur’s mighty frame ; 

While Scylla is Cloanthus’ care, 

CluentiuH his Italian heir. 

Far in the sea a rock there lies, 

And fronts the spray-beat coast : 

High o’er its top the billows rise 
And whelm it deep, what time the skies 
In wintry storms are lost • 

When wind and wave are laad to sleep, 

It stands above the moveless deep, 
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A level, on whose ample breast 
The basking sea-birds love to rest. 

Thereon an oak with leafy bole 
Ailncas plants, to form a goal, 

That helmsman’s eye the spot may mark 
And prompt his hand to turn the bark 
Kauh takes the place his lot assigns 
Ih^ond on the stern each captain shines 
With gold and purple dye 
The Clews are wreathed with poplar pp'oen . 
Their naked shoulders oil makes sheen 
And now on rowing-bench they sit 
Ueiid to the oar their arms close knit, 

And straining watch the sign to start. 
While generous Ireniblmg thrills each hcarl 
And thirst for victory 
Then, at the trumpet’s piercing sound, 

All from their barriers onward hound 
Upsoars to heaven the oarsman’s shout 
'I'lic upturned billows froth and sjiout 
111 Iciel hues they plough tlie deep 
All ociiin yawns, as on they sweep. 

And t luce- toot lied beak and plashing oar 
■I’eai (loiu its base the marble floor. 

Iji'ss swift HI heady two-horse race 
The elmnots scour the field apace, 

When Irom tlicir base they dash 
Less eager o’er the tossing manes 
The clianotccr flings out the rc ins, . 

And bends him o’er the lash 
W^ith plaudits loud and eluinorons zeal 
Echoes the woodland round • 

The pent shores roll the thunder-peal. 

The stricken hills rebound 
'Mid hurry and tumnltnons shout 
First Gyas issues irom the rout. 

And holds the foremost place ; 
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Cloanthns next : his oarsmen row 
More fcatly bnt his bark is slow, 

And checks him in the race 
Behind, at equal distance, strain 
Centaur and Shark the lead to gam ■ 

And now the Shark darts forth, and now 
The Centaur has advanced her bow 
And now the twain move side by side, 
'I'heir long keels trailing throngh the tide 


At length the rock before them lay 
The goal was in their roach • 

When Gyas, conqueror of the way, 

His helmsman thus, Menoetes gray, 

Plies with upbraiding speech • 

‘ Why to the right so blindly push ? 

Here, take a narrower sweej) • 

Hug close the shore, nor fear its crush ■ 
The clifl’s left hand our oars should brush 
bet others hold tho deep ’ 

So Ojas bat Menoetes tears 
The hidden rooks, and seaward stcoTB 
‘ What '' Bwerviiig still ’ he shouts 
more • 

‘ The shore, Menoetes ' seek the shore ' ’ 
And backward as be turns his eyes, 

O death ' — Cloanthus he descries 
Close following, nearer and more near. 
And all bnt springing on bis rear 
’Twixt Gyas and tho rocky shoal 
The rival deftly glides. 

Shoots to the forefront, turns the goal. 
And gams the safer tides 
Gncf flashed to flame in Gj-ns’ soul 
Tears from his eyes were seen to roll : 


once 
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All reckless of his own true pnde 
And his imperilled crew, 

He seized the dilatory guide 

And from the vessel threw ■ 

Himself assumes the helm, and cheers 
Hia merry mi n, and shoreward steers 
Hut old Meiioetes, when the main 
Gave him at length to hght again, 

Tiumlward with feeble motion swims, 

His wet clotlios clinging to Ins limbs. 
Ascends the loek, and sits on high 
There on the smiimit, safe and dry 
To see him fall iho Trojans hinirhed 
They laughed to see him float, 

And laugh, as now the brinj’ draught 
He sputters from his throat 

Nois Mnostlieiis and Rergestus feel 
A dawning hope, a new-horn zeal, 

CliniiSBi'a to outsit ip 
The clioice of way Sergestus gets. 

And toward the rock his holm bo sots 
Not farst by all his length of bark, 
bhrst but by pait , a part the Shark 
•lust covers with her tip 
But Miiestlieiis, paeing through and through 
His vessel, cheers the eager crew 
‘ Now, now, my men, now ply your oar, 
Wlio fought at Hector’s side of yore, 

Whom in the day of Troy’s despair 
1 chose my destiny to share 
Call up the valour in your souls 
That made you thread Gmtuhan shoals, 

Defy the Ionian mam. and scape 
The waves that buffet Malea’s cape. 
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’T IB not the palm that Mnestheus seeks ■ 

No hope of viotojy fires his cheeks 
Yet 0 that thought I — ^bnt conquer they 
To whom great Neptune wills the day 
Not to be last — make that your aim, 

And triumph by avertmg shame ’ 

Onward with vehement zeal they bound 
Beneath them vanishes the ground 

The mailed ship labours with their blows 
Thick pantmgs all their members shake, 

And parching heats their dry lips bake, 

While sweat m torrents flows. 

Thus as they struggle, fortune’s freak 
Accords them the success they seek 
For while Sergestns, blindly rash, 

Drives to the rock Ins vessel’s head 
And stiives the penlous pass to tliread, 
On jutting crags liehold him dash > 

Loud Clash the oars with shivering shock 
The wedged prow hangs upon the rock 
With shout and scream upstart the ci e\v, 
Condemned to halt where late they flew. 

I’ly stecl-tipped poles and jiomteil staves. 

And pick the crushed oais from the waves 
But joyous Mnestheus, made more keen 
By vantage ofl’enng unforeseen. 

With all his oars m rapid play 
And winds to waft him on his way. 

Darts forth into the shelving tides, 

And o’er the sea’s broad bosom gbdes 
So all at once a startled dove, 

Who builds her nest in rocky cove, 

Burats forth, and in her wild affright 
Loud flaps her fluttering wings for flight : 
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Then launched in air, the smooth deep skims. 

Nor stirs a pinion as she swims 

So Mnostheus ■ so his vessel flees 

Along the residue of seas 

The very impulse of its flight 

Conveys it on, how swift, how light I 

And first Sergestus in the rear 

He leaves, still struggling to get clear, 

While vainly succour ho implores, 

And tries to row with shattered oars 
Chnneera next he puts in chase 
Her helmsman lost, she yields the race 
Oloanthns now alone remains 
Just finishing the course ; 

Whom to o’ertake he toils and strains 
With all ambition’s force 
The cheers redouble from tlie shore , 

Heaven echoes with the wild uproar 
Those blush to lose a conquering game. 

And fain would penl life for fame 
These bring success their zeal to fan , 

They can because they think they can 
And now perchance with vessels paired 
The rivals twain the prize had shared. 

When with his palms to ocean spread 
Cloanthns breathed a prayer, and said : 

‘ Te Gods who o’er the deep have sway, 
Wliose watery realm I plough, 

Before your altar in the hay 
A milk-white bull I stand to slay, 

Amerced in this my vow, 

Cast forth the entrails o’er the hrme, 

And pour a sacred stream of wine ’ 

He said there heard him ’neath the sea 
The Nereid tram and Panopc, 
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And with his hand divinely strong 
Fortnnns pushed the bark along 
Swifter than wind or shaft it flies 
To land, and in the haven lies 

^neas then, assembling all, 

Proclaims aloud by herald's call 
Cloanthns victor of the day. 

And wreaths his conquering brows with bay • 
Throe goodly bulls he bids him chooso 
(Such boon is given to all the crews) 

With wine, and. to his vessel bear 
A silver talent, for its share 
The chiefs themselves receive beside 
Rich gifts of more conspicuous pnde 
A gold- wrought scarf of raio device 
Upon the conqueror he bestows. 

Around whose field meandering twice 
A stream of Grecian purple flows • 
Inwoven there the princely boy 
Along the wooded hills of Troy 
Is following on the flying deer 
With eager foot and lifted spear. 

So keen, his pants are all but heard — 
Down swoops the thunder-beanng bird, 

And from the mountaiu bears away 

In taloued claws the beauteous prey 

His aged guardians raise on high 

Their hands the fierce hounds bay the sky. 

But he whose prowess in the race 

Won for his bark the second place. 

To him he gives a shirt of mail, 

A three-piled work of golden scale, 

Which &om Demoleos’ breast he tore 
Victonons once on Simois’ shore. 
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A garniture of glorious show. 

Nor iitted less to ward a blow 
Beneath that burden staggering stmin 
Two stalwart squires of Mnestheiis’ tram. 
Wherewith Demoleos erst endued 
Ti-oy’s scattered sous on foot pursued 
With caldrons twain the third is graced, 
And silver bowls with figures chased. 

The meeds were given ; the rivals proud 
W ere moving stately through the crowd, 
Esich glorying in his several boon. 

And wreathed with purple-bnght festoon, 
When lo I unhonoured and forlorn, 

Scarce from the rock with cfiFort torn. 

One tier destroyed, ’mid gibes and jeers 
His wavering bark Sergestus steers 
E’en as a snake that on the way 
Some M heel has mangled as it lay, 

Or passer-by mth stone well-aimed 
Has left half-dying, crushed and maimed 
iibslow ivtrcat without avail 
It stiaves its lengthening coils to trail 
One half erect the foe defies 
With hissing throat and fiery eyes , 

One, lame and wounded, backward holds 
The surging spires and gathering lolds 
tio rows the bark on her slow way. 

Yet sets her sail, and gams the bay. 

Not less her chief receives his due 
Fur ship hi ought bock and rescued crew, 

A Cretan slav e, espert to spin. 

And at her liosum children twin 

When ended now the naval race, 

.^ncas seeks a grassy space, 
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Whicli winding hills encompass round. 

Their shaggy tops with forests crowned ; 
There, as the deepening vale descends, 

A rustic theatre extends. 

Where, ringed with thousands round, he 
sate 

On high-heaped throne in rural state. 

Whoe’er in speed of foot would vie 
He here invites, their chance to try 
And earn reward • from diverse parts 
They come, swift limbs and generous hearts, 
Trojan and Sicel interspersed : 

Euryalus and Nisna first - 
That for his beauty and his youth 

Conspicuous ’mid the sons of Trov. 

Tliis for his pure affection’s truth • 

Concentred on the lovely boy. 

Dioros next them takes his place, 

A princely branch of Priam’s race • 

Sahus and Patron too succeed. 

The one of Acamanian breed. 

While Togoa gave the other birth. 

And Arcady Ins parent earth • 

Then Helymus and Panopes, 

Trinacria’s youthful ofispnng these. 

Trained in the woods to chase the boar 
And comrades of Acestes hoar ; 

With many ^ candidate besides 
Whom dim- eyed fame lu darkness hides 
Whom, as around his seat they pressed, 

.^neas thus in brief addressed : 

‘ Vouchsafe your audience, and receive 
My words with glad regard. 

Hone of this train the field shall leave 
TJnguerdoned 1^ reward : 

j. 
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Two polislied darts of Gnossian craft, 

An axe with silver-stadded haft, 

Snch boon be each one’s share : 

The three who prove them first in speed 
Shall boast a more conspicnous meed. 
And olive chaplets wear 
First to the victor of the day 
A horse be given with trappings gay : 

A qnivcr shall the second grace, 

True Amazon, with shafts from Thrace, 

A belt withal of broad bright gold 
With jewelled clasp to clench its hold : 
These for the second on the third 
This Argivc helmet be conferred ’ 

He said at once they take their place. 
And at the sign begin the race. 

Pour from their base like rain-elond dark. 
And strain their eyes the goal to mark 
First, far before each flying form, 

Comes Nisus rushing hko the storm , 
Then, neaivst him where none ore near. 
Young Salins strains in full career , 

Then with brief interval of sjiace 
Euryalns, the third m place , 

Then Helymus • behind him, lo ! 

Diores, touclung heel with toe, 

Close hangs upon his rear. 

And, had they run but few roods more. 
Had passed him, shooting on before. 

And made the vantage clear. 

And now the race was all but o’er. 

And panting to the goal they drew, 
When Nisus trips in slippery gore 
iChance-spiinkled on the grassy floor 
From beasts the sacrificers slew ; 
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So late the conqueror, blithe and bold, 

He fails to keep his foot’s sure hold. 

And falls in prone confusion dung 
’Mid victim blood and loathly dung. 

E’en then affection claims its part - 
Euryalus is in his heart : 

Uprising from the sodden clay, 

He casts himself in Sahns’ way. 

And Salius tripped and sprawling lay 
Euryalus like lightning flies 
’Mid plaudits and assenting cries, 

And through liis finend attains the prize 
Next Holymus, and next comes in 
Dioros, thus the third to win 
Salms aloud his wrong proclaims 
To all who sit to view the games : 

Fills with his shouts the foremost seat, 
Claims back the prize, and brands the cheat. 
But more Euryalus findt. grace 
So well the tears beseem his face, 

And worth appears with brighter shmo 
When lodged within a lovely shrine. 

Diores swells the general strain, 

Just ranged within the conquenug list , 
An empty preference, all in vain. 

Should Sahtis liave tho prize he missed, 
.^neas thus ‘ Tour rights are yours . 

None stirs the palm my word assures : 

Let me be suffered to extend 
Compassion to a hapless friend ’ 

So speaking, Salins ho consoled 
With lion’s hide, its claws of gold. 

Outspoke bold Nisus ‘ If defeat 
Such vast reqnital needs must meet. 

And fells win fnends, what boon of grace 
Were large enough for Nisns’ case. 

Whose merit made him first m place ? 
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But Fortune, -with malicious glee, 

That baffled Salius, baffled me ’ 

And saying thus, bis face be reared, 

And showed bis limbs witb ordure smeared. 
The good sire smiled, and bade be brought 
A shield by Didymaon wrought, 

A Danaan spoil, which erst he tore 
From Grecian Neptune’s temple door 
Then to the gallant youth piesents 
The guerdon, and hia heart coiitrats 

The foot-race done, the meeds assigned, 

‘ Now for the prompt collected mind. 

Stout heart, and watchful eye 
Stand forth, your wnsts with gauntlets hind. 
And lift your arms on high ’ 

He haul, and for the boxing-fray 
Two prizes lie proposed • 

A bull for him that wins the day, 

Its horns with gold enclosed 
A shining helmet and a glaire 
Tcf reassure the beaten brave 
At once, gigantic, broad, and strong. 

Amid the plaudits of the throng 
ITprisps Dares, who alone 
With Pans’ skill dared match his own 
Naj-, at the tomb where Hector bes. 

The champion Bates, vast of size, 

Who plumed him on an athlete’s breed 
From Ainycus’ Bebrycinn seed. 

Fell, stricken by his conquering hand, 

And gasped cxpinng on the sand. 

Such Dares in the lists appears. 

His lofty head defiant rears. 

The compass of his shoulders shows, 

His arms by turns before him throws, 

And on the air expends his blows. 
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Hib match is Bought, but sought in vain . 

Not one of all that mighty train 
Has nerve the champion to defy 
And round his hands the gauntleis tie 
So, filled with overweening might. 

And thinking all dcchned the fight, 

Before the chief he takes his stand. 

Lays on the bullock’s horn his hand, 

And thus in triumph cries • 

‘ Why, goddess-horn, this vain delay ? 

If none dare venture on the fray, 

How long shall justice be deferred P 
’T woi-o decent now to give the word 
And bid me take the prize ’ 

With shouts the Trojan host agi'eed 

And claimed their champion’s promised meed 

Now with rebuke Acestes plies 
Eutellus, who beside him lies 
Upon the grassy sward 
‘ Eutellus, whom erewbile wo thought 
Onr bravest hero, nil for nought. 

And will you then the strife forego. 

And sec borne off without a blow 
The champion’s proud reward 
Whore now the pupil’s loyal pndo 
In mighty Eryx deified, 

The fame that spread Tnnacna o’er. 

The trophies hanging from your door ? ’ 

‘ Nay,’ ones the chief, ‘ no coward dread 
Has made ambition hide her head . 

But strength is slack in limbs grown old, 
And aged blood runs dull and cold 
Had I the thing I once possessed. 

Which makes yon braggart rear his crest, 
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Had I but youth, no need had heen 
Of gifts to lure me to the green : 

No, though the hull were t-wice as fair, 

’T is not the prke should make me dare ’ 
Then on the ground in open view 
Two gloves of giant weight he threw, 
Which Eryx once in comhat plied 
And braced him with the tough hull-hide. 
In speechless wonder all behold - 
Seven mighty hides with fold on fold 
Enwrap the hst . and iron sen ed 
And knobs of load augment the load. 

E’en Dan'H starts in sheer dismay. 

And shuns the desjierate essay , 

The gauntlets’ weight A^nous tries. 

And handles their enormous size 
Then fetching speech from out his breast 
The veteran thus his mind expressed 
‘ What if the gauntlets you had sei'u 
Alcidcs n oro tliat day, 

Had stood on this ensanguined green 
And watched the fatal fiay ^ 

These gloves your brother Eryx wore. 

Still stained, you see, with brains and gore 
With those 'gainst Hercules he stood 
With those 1 fought, while youthful blood 
Supplied mo strength, nor age had shed 
Its envious winter on my head. 

But if the arms Sicilians wield 
Deter the Trojan from the field. 

If 80 ASneas’ thoughts incline, 

And so my chief approves. 

Let both be equal, side and side : 

I spare you Eryx’ gnm bull-hide : 

Dismiss that terror, and resign 
Li turn your Troj’an gloves.’ 
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He said, and fi?om Ms shoulders throws 
The robe he wont to use, 

His mighly frame’s contexture shows. 

His mighty arms and thews. 

And in the middle of the sand 
In giant greatness takes his stand. 

Then good Anchises’ son supplies 
Two pairs of gauntlets matched in size, ’ 
Equips the combatants alike, 

And sets them front to fixmt to strike 
Raised on his toes each champion stands, 

And fearless lifts in air his hands. 

Their heads, thrown back, avoid the stroke ; 
Their mighty arms the fight provoke. 

That on elastic youth relies, 

This on vast limbs and giant size ; 

Rut tlie huge knees with age are slack. 

And fitful gasps the deep chest rack 
Full many a wound the heroes rain 
Each on the other, still in vain ; 

Their hollow sides return the sound. 

Their battered chests the shock rebound : 

’Mid ears and temples come and go 
The wandering gauntlets to and fro 
The jarred teeth chatter ’neath the blow. 

Firm stands Entellus in bis place, 

A column rooted on its base ; 

His watchful eye and shnnkmg frame 
Alone avoid the gauntlet’s aim 
Like leaguer who mvests a town 
Or sits before a hill-fort down. 

The younger champion tasks his art 
To find the bulwark’s weakest part. 
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This way and that unwearied scans. 

And vainly tries a thousand plans. 
Entellus, rising to the blow, 

Puts forth his hand : the wary foe 
Midway in air the mischief spied. 

And, deftly shifting, slipped aside. 
Entellus’ force on air is spent: 

Heavily down with prone descent 
Ho falls, as from its roots uprent 
A pine falls hollow, on the side 
Of Erymanth or lofty Ide. 

Loud clamounng from their scats arise 
Troy’s and Tnuacria’s sons - 
The shouts mount upward to the shies : 

And first Acestes i nns, 

And tenderly from earth uprears 
His ancient fnend of equal years. 

But not disheartened by his foil 
The champion rises from the soil : 

With wrath he goads his sluggard might, 
And turns him fiercer to the fight ■ 

The smouldering mass is stirred to flame 
By conscious worth and glowing shame : 
Ablaze with fury he pursues 
The Trojan o’er the green. 

And now his right hand deals the bruise, 
And now his left as keen. 

No pause, no respite . fierce and fast 
As hailstones rattle down the blast 
On slopmg roofs, with blow on blow 
He buffets Dares to and fro 
But good jEneas suSered not 
The strife to rage too far : 

Or ere Entellus waxed more hot. 

Ho bade him cease the war. 
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Delivered Dares, sore distressed, 

And thus with soothing words addressed : 

‘ Alas ' what frenzy of the mind 
Has made you, hapless fhcnd, so blind ? 
Perceive you not the powers have changed, 
And left the side where once they ranged ? 
Give way to Heaven ’ Such speech ho made. 
And as he spoke the combat stayed. 

But Dares by a fnendly throng 
All helplessly is dragged along. 

Trailing his knees his weight beneath, 
Swaymg his liead from side to side. 

While clotted gore and loosened teeth 
Pour from his mouth in mingled tide 
They bear him to the ships away. 

Then at a call receive 
The helm and sword the bull and bay 
They with Entellns leave. 

With triainph kindling in his eyes 
And glorying in the bull, his prize, 

The victor to the concourse cries : 

‘ Leai 11, goddess-burn, and Ilium’s host, 

What stiMiigth my youthful arm could boast. 
And what the death from whose dark door 
Your rescued Dares you restore ’ 

He spoke, and stood before the bull, 

Swung back his arm, and planted full 

Between its horns the gauntlet’s blow. 

The brain camo through the shattered skull . 

Prone, quivering, dead, the beast hes low • 
While words like these the veteran said 
In consecration of the dead : 

‘ This better substitute I pay, 

Eryx, to thee, for Dares’ life. 

And here renounce, as conqueror may. 

The gauntlets and the strife.’ 
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The champions next, who would compete 
In archer skill with arrow fleet, 

JBneas summons, and ordains 

The gifts that shall reward their pains. 

UiB mighty hand erects a mast 
Plucked from Serestns’ bark, 

And to its top a dove makes fast 
To bo the bowman’s mark. 

The rivals gather to the spot • 

A brazen helm receives each lot • 

And first amidst applauding cries 
Hippocoon’s name to daylight flies 
Next Mnestheus, wreathed witli olive crown, 
Mncstlious, whoso vessel earned renown. 
Third in the list Eurytion came, 

Thy brother, Pandams, mighty name. 

Whose arrow, charged to break the peace, 
First fluttered through the ranks of Greece 
Last at the bottom of tho casque 
Acestes’ lot appears, 

He too adventuring to the task 

, That matches younger years 

They bend their bows like men of worth. 
And from the case their shafts draw forth 
And first from ofl' the twanging string 
Hippocoon’s feathered dart takes wing. 
Achieves the passage, and sticks fast 
Full in tho coiitro of the mast 
Tlie stout tree quivers • the scared bird 
Flaps, and applauding peals are heard 
Then Mnestheus raises toward the sky 
His bow, and levels shaft and eye ; 

But ah ' the dove he might not wound : 

His arrow cuts the flaxen ties 
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Which to the mast had held her bound ; 

And forth into the clouds she flies. 

With shaft already aimed for flight, 

Eurytion to his brother vowed : 
Triumphant as she wings the height, , 

He strikes the dove beneath a clo^. 
Pierced to the heart, she leaves behind 
Her life to mingle with the wind. 

And as she tumbles to the ground. 

The weapon in her side is found. 

And now, of victory bereft, 

Acestes at the end is left - 

Yet still he shoots in air, to show 

His veteran skill and sounding bow : 

When sudden lo ^ the gazers see 
A sign of mightiest augury • 

The dire event the tratli revealed, 

And seers too late their warnings pealed. 

E’en in the mid expanse of skies 
The arrow kindles as it flies, 
llehind it draws a fiery glare. 

Then wasting, vanishes in air • 

So stars, dislodged, athwart the niglit 
Career, and trail a length of light 
In wonder either nation gazed. 

Their souls to Heaven in prayer upraised 
Kor great .^neas dared disown 
The omen by the gods foreshown ; 

Acestes to his heart he pressed. 

With presents heaped, and thus addressed 
‘ Take this, my father ' ’t is decreed 
That yours should be a special meed : 

So speak these signs above 
This bowl, enchased with figures, take. 

And keep it for Anchises’ sake ■ 
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A gift whicli GiBBeas, lord of Thrace, 

Once gave my Bire of his dear grace, 

In token of their love.’ 

Then round AceBtee’ temples hoar 
He bound the wreath of bay, 

And hailed him all Ins peers before 
The conqueror of the day • 

Nor good Enrytion grudged to see 
The veteran’s claim preferred. 

Albeit that he, and none but he. 

Struck down the soaring bird 
Next Ins who cut the cord, and last 
The champion’s turn who struck the mast 

Blit good .lEncas, e’en before 
The archers’ rivalry was o’er. 

In private summoned to his side 
The young lulus’ tinisted guide. 

Old Pcriphas Kpytides, 

And gently whispered words like these 
‘ Go now, and if Ascanius’ band 
Of boyish knights is here at hand. 

Bid him on this his grandsiro’s day 
Himself and them in arms display.’ 

This said, he bids the company 
Retire, and leave the ciicus free 
They enter, glittering side by side. 

And rein their steeds with youthful pride. 
As ’neath their fathers’ eyes they ride, 
■While all Trinacna’s host and Troy’s 
With plaudits greet the princely boys 
Each has his hair by rule confined 
With Btnpped-off leaves in garland twined 
Some ride with shapely bows equipped ■ 
Two cornel spears they bear, steel-tipped . 
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’ And wreaths of twisted gold invest 
The neck, and sparkle on the breast. 

Three are the companies of horse. 

And three the chiefs that scour the course : 
Twelve gallant boys each chief obey. 

And shine in tripartite array. 

Young Priam first, Pohtes’ heir, 
Well-pleased his grandsirc’s name to bear. 
Leads his gay troop, himself decreed 
To raise up an Italian seed. 

He prances forth, all dazzling bright. 

On Thracian steed with spots of white : 
White on its fetlock’s front is seen. 

And white the space its brows between 
Then Atys, next m place, from whom 
The Atian family descend 
Young Atys, fresh with life’s first bloom, 
The boy lulus’ sweet boy-friend • 
lulus hast, in form and face 

Preeniiiiont his peel’s above, 

A courser ndes of Tynan race, 

Memorial gift of Dido’s love 
Sicilian steeds the rest bestnde 
From old Acestes’ stalls supplied. 

The Dardainds with mingling cheers 
Believe the young aspirants’ fears. 

And gaze delighted, as they truce 
A parent’s mien in each &ir face 

And now when all from first to last 
Beneath their kinsfolk’s eyes bad past. 
Before the assembled crowd, 

Bpytides shnlls forth from far 
Bib signal-shout, as if for war. 

And cracks his whip aloud. 
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In eqnal parts the bands divide, 

And gallop ofip on either side : 

Then wheehng round in full career 
Charge at a call with levelled spear 
Again, again, they come and go 
Through adverse spaces to and fro ; 

Circles in circles interlock. 

And, sheathed in arms, the gazers mock 
With mimicry of battle-shock 
And now they tura their backs in flight, 
Now put their spears m rest, 

And now in amity unite, 

And nde the field abreast 
E'en as of old tlie Cretan maze 

With blind blank walls its secret hid, 
A tangle of a thousand ways. 

Which whoso sought by signs to thrid 
Went wandering, baffled and involved, 
Through paths returnlcss and unsolved, 
Such tangle make the youths of Troy 
As o'er the champaign they deploy, 

Aitfl deftly weave in sportive play 
A mingled web of fight and fray. 

As dolphins at their sport with ease 
Tho cipanso of ocean sweep 
’Twixt Libyan and Carpathian seas 
And gambol o’er the deep. 

This pageaiitiy of mimic strife 
Ascanins called again to life. 

What time with wall and rampart strong 
He girdled Alba, named the Long, 

And to tho elder Latms showed 
Tho celebration and the mode 
Wliich ei st ho practised when a boy. 

And, ’neath bis lead, tho yonth of Troy. 
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From Alba queenly Borne 
Beceived the lore, and bonours yet 
The custom of her home, 

And Troy’s hereditary name 

StiU marks the players and the game. 

Thus far the pageant rites were paid 
To blest Anchises’ hallowed shade 
Now Fortune first with wayward guile 
Changed for a frown her former smile 
Fell Juno, while before the mound 
The games perform thou- festal round, 
Despatches Ins from the sky 
And gives her wings of wind to fly, 
Deep plotting ill, her ancient pnde 
Yet festering and unpacified 
Adown her bow of myriad dyes. 

Unseen of all, the maiden hies 
The mighty concourse she surveys, 

Then turns her to the sea 
A port forsaken meets her gaze, 

A fleet from tendance fioe 
But on a sheltered beach alone 
The dames of Troy are making monn 
For their lost sire, and as they weep 
Look wistful, woful o’er the deep. 

0 weary, weary length of foam i 
0 watery waste whereon to roam * 

So, one and all, they cry - 
A settled city they implore • 

’T were pain and heaviness once more 
The ocean’s tods to tiy. 

So now, not ignorant of harm, 

The Goddess veils each heavenly charm. 
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And sudden stands before their eyes 
In Beroe’s simulated guise, 

Beroe, Doryolns’ aged dame, 

"Who once had children, place and name : 

Atiii thus transfigured she proclaims 
Her presence to the assembled dames 
‘ 0 •wretches, whom in Ilium’s day 
The Argive conqueror spared to slay ' 

O race long exercised in ill ' 

For wliat extreme has Fortune’s will 
Preserved you living, suffering still ^ 

How, since our country was no more, 

Seven summers nigh have flown. 

And we, still tossing ocean o’er, 

’Mid reefs of cold Imro stone, 

O’erarohed by alien stars above. 

All homeless and unfriended rove. 

While through the billows we pursue 
Itahn, fljing from the view. 

And down the tides are blown 
Lo, here is Eiyx’ brother coast, 

Atestes too, our kingly host 
Why make not here our home, and bless 
With city -walls the cityless P 
0 country ' O ye home-god powers 
Snatched from the foe in vain' 

Shall never town of Troy be ours 
In all the world again P 
Xanthus and Siniois, Hector’s streams. 

Shall I behold them but m dreams ? 

Come, share my counsel, and conspire 
To wrap these ill-starred ships in fire 
E’en as I slept last night, methought 
New-lighted brands Cassandra brought. 

And ‘ Here,’ she cned, ‘conclude your quest: 
Here find your Troy, your home of rest.’ 

This hour the de^ demands 
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•Shall man’s sapineneas mock the skies ? 

See, altars four to Neptune rise : 

The God, the God himself supplies 
The fury and the brands.’ 

She seized a torch, and o’er her head 
Waved it -with backdrawn arm, and sped. 
With kindling hearts and senses dazed 
The mothers of Dardania gazed 
Then one, lu reverend years the first, 

Pyrgo, who Pnam’s sons had nurst : 

‘ No IBcroc, matrons, have yon here : 

Not this Doryclus’ wife. 

See, breathing in her face appear 
Signs of celestial life 
Ohserv o her eyes, how bright they shine : 
Mien, aoccnl, walk, are all divine 
Beroe horself T left but now 
Siek and outworn, with clouded brow. 

That she alone should fail to pay 
Duo reverence to Anchiscs’ day ’ 

In doubt at first the matrons stand, 

Aud scan the ships with eyes malign. 
Divided ’twixt their present land 

And that which brekons o’er the brine. 
When lo ' her wings the Goddess spread. 
And skyward on her rainbow fled. 

Then, all as one to madne.s8 driven 
By portents manifest from heaven, 

A shout of loud acclaim they raise, 

Live embers snatch from hearths ablaze. 

The fuel on the altars seize. 

Hurl stocks aud brands, and boughs of trees ■ 
The fire-god darts fipom mast to keel 
O’er bench, and oar, and figured deal. 

M 
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Swift breaks Eumelas on tbe games 
With tidings of the fleet in flames, 

And, looking back, the gazers spy 
The smoke-clonds blackening on the sky. 
Ascanins first, as o’er the mead 
He leads his young array. 

Spurs to the camp his fiery steed. 

Nor can his guardians, blown with speed. 

His headlong impulse stay ■ 

And ‘ Wretched countrywomen ' whence,’ 
He cries, ‘ this rage that robs your sense ? 
No Greek encampment you consume . 

No , ’t is yonr own de.ar hopes yc doom 
Look • your Ascanins speaks ' ’ before 
His feet upon the sand 
Ho flung the holm ho lately wore 
While marshalling his band 
.^noas and the Trqian host 
Como hurrj mg, hasting to the coast 
The guilty motions, winged with dread. 
Along the devious shores are fled. 

Hide m the tangles of tbe grove. 

Or huddling seek some rocky cove • 

Their frenzied enterprise they me, 

And loathe the blessed light of heaven , 
With sobenng eyes their friends they view, 
And Juno from their souls is driven 
Tet still with unabated power 
The fire continues to devour • 

’Twixt the soaked timbers oozes slow 
Thick vapour from tbe smouldering tow ; 

The threads of pestilential flame 
Stool downward through each vessel’s frame , 
Nor all the efforts of the brave 
Nor streaming floods avail to save. 
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In deRperate grief JBneaB rends 
His raiment, and his hands extends ' 

‘ Dread Sire, if Ilium’s lom estate 
Deserve not yet thine utter hate, 

If still thme ancient faithfulness 
Give heed to mortals in distress, 

O let the fleet escape the flame ! 

O save from death Troy’s dymg name ' 

Or, if my deeds the stroke demand. 

Then, Father, bare thy red nght hand. 

Send forth thy lightning, and o’erwlielm 
The poor remainder of our realm ' ’ 

Scarce had ho ended, when from high 
Pours down a burst of rain. 

And thunder rolling round the sky 
Shakes rismg ground and plain • 

All heaveu lets loose its watery store , 

The clouds are massed, the south winds roar 

TKili thlfe ibftpH 'ffl't. 

Tdl every spark at last is quenched. 

And all the barks, save only four, 

Escape the fiery conqueror. 

But good .^ncas, all distraught 
By that too cruel blow. 

In dire perplexity of thought 
Alternates to and fro, 

Still doubting, should he take his rest, 
Unmindful of the Fates’ behest, 

In Sicily, or seek onco more 
To compass the Italian shore. 

Then Nantes, whose cxpenenced mind 
Pallas made sage beyond his kind. 
Interpreting what Heaven’s dread ire 
Might threaten, or the Fates require. 
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Breathes oonnsel in .ideas’ ear, 

And strives his anxious soul to cheer : 

‘ My chief, let Pate eiy on or back, 

’T 18 ours to follow, nothing slack : 
Whate’er hedde, he only cures 
The stroke of Fortune who endures. 

Lo here Acestes the dmne. 

Himself a prmce of Darclan line - 
Invito his counsel , bid him share 
(He will not grudge) your load of care 
Give to Ins charge the homeless band 
That erst our four lost vessels manned, 
Whoe’er from high empnso recoils 
And sickens to partake your toils. 

Old men and wayworn dames, and all 
That faints and shrinks at danger’s call 
Hero let the weary set them down. 

And build thorn a Sicilian town : 

Let courtesy assort her claim. 

And give the place Acestes’ name.' 

With kindling soul be meditates 
The counsel of his fnend, 

And fiercer still the dire debates 
His troubled bosom rend. 

How sable night invests the sky. 

When lo ' descending from on high 
The semblance of Anebises seemed 
To give him counsel as he dreamed • 

‘ My son, more dear, while life remained, 
E’en than that life to me. 

My son, long exercised and trained 
In Ilium’s destiny, 

My errand is firom Jove the sire. 

Who saved your vessels from the fire^ 
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And sent at last from lieaven above 
The wished-for tokens of }u8 love. 

Hear and obey the counsel sage 
Bestowed by Nautes’ reverend age : 

Picked youths, the bravest of the brave. 

Be these your comrades o’er the wave, 

For haughty are the tribes and rude 
That Latium has to lie subdued. 

But ere yon yet confront the foe. 

First seek the haUs of Dis below. 

Pass deep Avernus’ vale, and meet 
Your father lu lus ow'u retreat. 

Not Tartarus’ prison-house of crime 

Detains me, nor the mournful shades : 

My home is in the Elysian clime, 

With righteous souls, ’mid happy glades 
The virgin Sibyl with the gore 
Of sable sheep shall ope the door. 

Then shall you leain your future line. 

And what the walls the Fates assign 
And now farewell dew-sprinkled Night 
Has scaled Olympus’ topmost height . ' 

I catch their panting breath from far, 

The steeds of Morning’s cruel star ’ 

He said, and vanished out of sight, 

Like thinnest smoke, and mixed with night ; 
While ‘ Whither now '' ’ JEueas cries 

‘ Wliat makes thee hurry thus apace ? 
Whom fliest thou ? what constramt denies 
A lather to his son’s embrace ’ 

With that he wakes the Blumbering fire^ 

Adores the home-god of his sire. 

And worships Vesta’s awful power 
With frankincense and wheaten flonr 
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At once he enmmons to his side 
Acestes and his comrades tried, 

Jove’s mandate and his sire’s unfolds, 

And how at length his purpose holds. 

No long debates the deed delay. 

Nor good Accbtes says him nay 
Forthwith the matrons they enrol, 

Firot dwellers in the new-planned town. 
And disembark each weary soul 

That tliir-its no more lor high renown 
Themselves the firc-charied planks leiiew, 
The benches and the decks repair. 
Equip with oars each lessel’s crew. 

And ng the masts Avith studious care, 

A gallant baud, in number low. 

In spirit resolute to dare 

Meantime .lEneas di-aws the lines 
Ot the new town, its homes assigns : 

Each place receives a name to bear. 

And here ’tis Troy, and Ilium there 
Acrtites, genuine sou of Troy, 

Assumes the sovereignty with joy. 

Holds trial of each doubtful cause. 

And gives the infant senate laws 
On Eryx’ top a fane they raise. 

To mate the stars, in Venus’ praise. 

And with a pnost and grove they grace 
Anchiscs' hallowed rcsting-placc 

And now the nine days’ feast is o’er. 

The sacred ntes complete , 

The hushed gales smooth the watery floor ; 
The south-wind, freshening from the shore. 
Invites the lingering fleet 
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Along the^dnding coast arise 
Loud sounds of grief and tearful cries. 
Locked in each other’s anus they stay, 
And clog the wheels of night and day. 
Nay, e’en the matrons, e’en the crow 
Who shuddered at the ocean’s view 
And loathed its name, now fain would flee 
And brave the hardships of the sea. 

With kindliness of gentle speech 
The good .^neas comforts each, 

And to their kinsman pnnce commends 
With tears hia subjects and his friends 
Three calves to Eryx next he kills ; 

A lambkm’s blood to Tempest spills, 

And bids them loose from laud . 

With olivc-leaves he binds his brow, 

Then takes his station on the prow, 

A charger in his hand, 

Flings out the entrails on the brine, 

And pours a sacred stream of wine. 

Fair winds escort them o’er the deep ■ 

With emulous stroke the waves they sweep 

But Venus, tom by many a fear, 

Thus breathes her plaint in Neptune’s ear ■ 

‘ Fell Juno’s persecuting ire, 

Still ragmg with unsated fire. 

Compels me, Neptune, to abase 
My pnde, and humbly sue for grace. 

No lapse of time, how loi^ soe’er. 

Nor all the force of duteous prayer. 

Nor hest of Jove, nor will of Fate 
That changeless rancour can abate. 

’T IS not enough to have devoured 
A queenly city, walled and towered. 
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And made the wretched captives drain 
E’en to its dregs the enp of pam : 

She still parsues the fljdng ront, 

And strives to stamp the last spark out ; — 
Strange mystery of hatred, known 
To none bat to herself alone ' 

Thyself wast there when lately she 
Raised tnmult m the Libyan sea , 

Thou saw’st in what confusion blent 
She mingled mam and firmament, 

Armed with ^olian storms in vain, 

In bold defiance of thy reign 
Now, workmg on the Trojan dames, 

She foully wraps our fleet in flames. 

And drives the crews, their vessels lost. 

To settle on an unknown coast 
Thus then, for what remains, I crave 
Thine own safe conduct o’er the wave. 
That so, emerging from tlic mam, 
Laurontian Tiber they may gain. 

If what I ask is ruled m Heaven, 

If*thero the city Fate has given ’ 

Great Ocean’s lord replied ‘ ’T is just 
Cythera’s queen my realm should trust. 
Which erst her being gave • 

And oft-times too has Neptune won 
Her confidence by service done 
In calming wind and wave 
Nor e’en on earth (let Xanthns speak 
And Simois) has my arm been weak 
Thy gallant son to save 
When fierce Achilles from the coast 
Drove to their walla Troy’s pantmg host. 
While the choked nvers gasped for breath, 
And gave whole multitudes to death, 
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And labouring Xanibns strove in vain 
To roll his waters to the main. 

Then, as .^neas, undismayed, 

With weaker strength and feebler aid 
Pelidcs met, I barred the fray. 

And boi-e him in a cloud away. 

Though all my wiU was to destroy 
My own creation, peijured Troy. 

And now as then my heart is set 
To work him good thy fears forget, 
Averniis’ haven he shall see 
In safety, where he fain would be 
One life alone shall glut the wave , 

One head shall fall the rest to save ’ 

Thus having soothed the Goddess’ cares, 
His fieiy steeds the Father pairs. 

With foamy bit each fici-oo month checks, 
Then flings the reins upon their necks. 
Along the surface of the tides 
His sea-green chanot smoothly glides : 
Hushed by his wheels the billows lie , 

The storm-clouds vanish from the sky 
His vassals follow in his wake. 

Sea-monsters of enormous make, 

Palfemon, child of Ino’s strain, 

With Glaucus’ venerable tram, 

And Tritons, swift to cleave the flood, 

And Phorens’ finny multitude. 

Then Thetis comes, and Melite, 

Nessse, Spio, Panope, 

Thalia and Cymodoce.* 

A pleasing joy succeeds to fear 
In good ,/Sneaa’ mmd : 
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He bids them all their masts nprear, 

And spread their sails to wind. 

All at the word throughont the ilcct 
Stretch out the canvas on the sheet ; 

Now left, now right, alike they shift : 

The gales are kmd, the barks fly swift ; 

First Palmums leads the way , 

The rest observe him, and obey. 

Now Night’s fleet conraers almost reach 
The summit of the sky . 

The weary oarsmen, all and each. 

Along the benches he. 

When lo ' false Sleep, on pinions light. 

Drops down from heaven and cleaves the night , 
Sad dreams to thee beneath his wings. 
Unhappy Pahnnre, he bungs. 

Lights on the stern m Pliorbas’ guise, 

And thus with soft enticement plies . 

‘ See, Pahnuic, the vessels glide 
E’eii with the motion of the tido , 

The breeze with steady cnnent blows , 

'Wie very hour invites repose 

licst your tired head, and for awhile 

Those hard-tasked eyes of toil beguile , 

Myself will take, tor that short space. 

The rudder, and supply your place ’ 

Scarce lifting from the heaven his eyes. 

The wary Palinure lephes . 

‘ Wliat 1 the dupe of Ocean’s wiles 
I trust this fiend that lawns and smiles I* 
Commit ABneas to the gale. 

Who oft have proved how false its tale ? ’ 

Thus as be speaks, his hand and eye 
Cleave to the rudder and the sky ; 

When lo ' the god a slumberous bough 
With dews of Styx and Lethe wet 
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Shakes gently o’er the watcher’s brow, 
And seals those eyes, so firmly set. 
Scaree had the loosening limbs given way. 
The demon falls upon his prey. 

And hurls him, dragging wood-work rent 
And indder m his prone descent. 

With headlong rmn to the mam. 

Invoking friendly aid in vain : 

Himself I'csumes his wmgs, and flics 
Aloft into the buoyant skies 
Yet still the fleet by Neptune’s aid 
Floats onward, safe and undismayed. 

Till as they near the Sirens’ shore, 

A perilous neighbourhood of yore 
And white with mounded bones, 
Where the hoarse sea with far-heard roar 
Keeps washing on tlio stones, 

The good chief feels the vessel sway. 

No steersman to direct its way, 

And takes himself the helm, and guides 
Thoir progress through the darkling tides 
Full many a heart-tetched groan he heaved. 
Thus of his hapless friend bereaved 
‘ Ah fatal confidence, too prone 
To trust in sea and sky > 

A naked corjiso on shores unknown 
Shall Falinurus he ' ’ 
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So erica lie Millie the tears run down, 
And gives liiM fleet tlio rein, 

Till, sailing on, tbo EuLoic town 
Of Ciiinip they attain 
Tovvni'd the sea they turn their prores ; 
Each weary hark the anchor moors • 
The crooked sterns mvest the shores 
With buoyant hearts the youthful band 
Leap out upon the Hospoi lau strand , 
Some seek the fiery spai kies, sown 
Deep in the veins of cold flmt-stoiio 
Some fell ihe silvan-hauiited M'oods, 
And point with joy to now-found floods 

But to the height ^nens hies 
Where Phoebus holds his scat. 
And seeks the cave of wondrous size. 
The Sibyl’s dread retreat. 

The Sibyl, whom the Delian seer 
Insinres to see the iiitare clear. 

And fills with frenzy’s heat : 

The grove they enter, and behold 
Above their heads the roof of gold 

Sage Dtedalus, so runs the tale. 
From Minos bent to fly. 

On feathery pinions dared to sail 
Along the untravelled sky, 
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Flies northward through the polar heights, 
Nor stays till he on Cnmce lights 
First landed here, he consecrates 
The wings whereon he flqw 
To Phoebus' power, and dedicates 
A fane of stately view. 

Androgeos’ death the gates portray : 

Then Cecrops’ sons appear, 
Condemned the pnce of blood to pay, 

Seven children year by year , 

There, standmg by the um, they wait 
The drawing of the lots of fate 
Emergent on the other side 
The isle of Gnossus crests the tide ; 
Pasiphae shows her sculptured face, 

And Minotaur, of mingled race. 

Memorial of her foul disgrace 
There too develops to tlie gazo 
The all inextricable maze ; 

Put Uesdalus, with pity moved 
For her who desperately loved, 

Himself his own dark riddle read, 

And gave a clue to guide the tread 
Thou too, poor Icarus, there hadst filled 
No narrow room, if gnef had willed 
Twiee strove the sire thy tale to tell 
Twice the raised hands grew slack and fell 
So had they viewed the sculptures o’er. 
But now Achates, sent before, 

Betumed, his en-and done. 

And at his side Heiphobc, 

Phoebus and Plan’s priestess she. 

Who thus her speech begun : 

‘ Not this tlie time, like idle folk. 

The hungry gaze to feed ; 
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Haste, doom ye to the victim-stroke 
Seven bnlls, unconscions of the yoke, 

Seven ewes of choicest breed.’ 

This to .dSncas , nor his band 
Neglects the pnestess’ high command ; 

And now she bids the Tcncnan train 
Attend lior to the lotly fane 
Withm the mountain’s hollow side 
A cavern stretches high and wide 
A hundred entries thither lead ; 

A hundred voices thence proceed, 

Each uttering forth the Sibyl’s rede 
The sacred threshold now they trod • 

‘ Pray for an answer ' pray * tbo God,’ 

She ones, ‘ the God is nigh ' ’ 

And as bc'foro the doors in view 
She stands, her visage pales it hue. 

Her locks dishevelled fly. 

Her breath comes thick, her wild heart glows,' 
Dilating as the madness grows, 

*Her form looks larger to the eye. 

Unearthly peals her deep-toned cry. 

As breathing nearer and more near 
The God comes rushing on his seer 
‘ So slack,’ cnes she, ‘ at work divine 
Pray, Trojan, pray ! not else the shrine 
Its spell-bound silence breaks ’ 

A shudder through the Dardans stole • 

Their chieftain from his inmost soul 
His supplication makes 

‘ Phoebns, who ever hadst a heart 
For Ilium’s woe to feel. 

Who guided Paris’ Dardan dart 
True to Achilles’ heel. 
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So many seas roaiid shores spread wide 
Beneath thy conduct have I tried, 
Massylian tribes, the ends of earth. 

And climes which Libyan sands engirth ; 
Now scarce at last we lay our hand 
On Italy’s receding land: 

Suffice it, Troy’s malignant star 
Has followed on our path thus far > 

You too, ye Gods, may now forbear 
And these our hapless relies spare. 

Whom Ihum in her prosperous hour 
Affronted with o’er-wecning power 
And thou, dri'ad maiden, who canst see 
The vision of the things to be, 

Vouchsafe the boon for which I sue — 
My Cates demand no lighter due — 

That Troy and Troy’s lorn gods may find 
In Latium rest from wave and wind 
Then to thy patron gods a fane 
Of solid marble’s purest grain 
My hand shall build, and festal days 
Preserve in life Apollo’s praise. 

Thee too in that my promised state 
August observances await 
Pot there thy words I will enshrmo 
Delivered to my race and line, 

And chosen ministers ordam. 

Custodians of the sacred strain. 

But O commit not, I implore. 

To faithless leaves thy precious lore. 

Lest by the wind’s wild eddies tost 
Abroad they fly, their sequence lost. 
Thyself the prophecy declare.’ 

Ho said, and speaking closed his prayer. 
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Tho seer, impatient of control, 

Raves in tho cavern vast, 

And madly struggles from her soul 
The incumbent power to cast • 

He, mighty Master, plies the more 
Her foaming mouth, all chafed and sore. 
Tames her wild heart with plastic hand. 
And makes her docile to command. 

Now, all untouched, the hundred gates 
Fly open, and proclaim the fates 
‘ 0 freed at length from toils by sea ! 

But worse on land remain 
The wanior-sons of Dardany 

Lavimnni's realm shall gain ; 

That fear dismiss , but Fortune cross 
Shall make them wish their gain were loss 
"War, dreadful war, and Tiber flood 
I sec moainadiniHl with blood 
Sunois and Xaiithus and the plain 
Where Greece encamped shall nso again : 
A new Achilles, goddess-bom, 

• The destinies provide. 

And Juno, like a rankling thorn. 

Shall never quit your side, 

While you, distressed and desolate, 

Go knocking at eai‘h city’s gate 
The old, old cause shall stir the strife, 

A stranger bed, a foreign wife. 

Yet still despond not, but proceed 
Along the path where Fate may lead 
The first faint gleam that gilds your skies 
Shall from a Grecian city rise ’ 

Such presages of doom divine 
Shrills fprth the priestess from her shnne, 
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And wrapB her truth in mystery round, 

While all the cave returns the sound ; 

Still the fierce power her hard mouth wrings, 
And deep and deeper plants lus stings 
Soon as the fi'enzy-fit was o’er, 

And foamed the savage lips no more. 

The chief begins ■ ‘ No cloud can nse 
TJnlooked for to Eneas’ eyes : 

My prescient soul has all forecast, 

And seen the fiiturc as the past. 

One boon I crave . since here, ’ tis said, 

The path leads downward to the dead, 

Where Acheron's bnmming waters spread. 
There let me go, and see the face 
Of him, the father of my love ; 

Thyself the dubious journey trace, 

And tlio dread gates i-einove 
Hun through the fire these shoulders bore. 

And from the heart of battle tore • 

Ho shared riiy travel, braved with me 
The menaces of every sea. 

The ocean’s roar, the tempest’s rage, 

With feeble strength transcending age 
Nay, ’t was his voice that bade me seek 
T by presence, and thino aid bespeak 
O pity son and father both. 

Blest maid ' for nought to thee is hard. 
Nor vainly sworn was Dian’s oath 

That placed thee here, these shades to 
guard. 

If Orpheus hack to light and life 
Gould summon his departed wife, 

Albeit he owned no other spell 
Than the soft breathings of his shell ; 

If Follnx ransomed from the tomb 
His brother’s shade, and halved his doom, 

K 
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And trod and trod again the way — 

Why talk of Theaens ? why 
Of great Alcides ? I, as they, 

Descend from Jove most high.’ 

So spoke he, hand on altar laid • 

The priestess took the word, and said • 

‘ Inheritor of blood divine, 

Preserver of Anehises’ line. 

The jonrney down to the abyss 
Is prosperous and light 
The palace-gates of gloomy Dis 
Stand open day and night 
But upward to retrace the way 
And pass into the light of day. 

There comes the strc-ss of labour ; this 
hlay task a hei-o’s might 
A few, whom Heaven has marked for love 
Or glowing worth has tlironeil above, 
Themselves of seed divine coucened, 

The desperate venture have achieved 
Besides, the interval of gi-ound 
Is clothed with thickest wood. 

And broad Cocytus winds around 
Its dark and sinuous flood 
But still should passionate desire 
Stir in your sonl so fierce a fire, 

Twuce o’er the Stygian pool to swim, 

Twice look on Tartarus’ horrors dim. 

If nought wdl quench your madman’s thirst. 
Then learn what duties claim yon first. 

Deep in a mass of leafy growth. 

Its stem and foliage golden both, 

A precious bough there lurks unseen, 

Held sacred to tlie mfernal queen . 
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Aroand it bends the whole dark grove, 

And hides from, view the treasure-trove. 

Yet none may reach the shades without 
The passport of that golden sprout . 

For so has Proserpine decreed 
That this shoidd be her beauty’s meed 
One plucked, another fills its room. 

And burgeons with like precious bloom 
Go, then, the shrinking treasure track. 

And pluck it with your hand : 

Uself will follow, nothing slack. 

Should fate the deed command 
If not, no weapon man can wield 
Will make its dull reluctance yield 
Then, too, your comrade’s bre.athless clay 
(Alas ' you know not) taints the day 
And poisons all your fleet. 

While on our threshold still you stay 
And Heaven’s response entreat. 

Him to his parent earth letum 
Observant, and Ins bones iiiurn. 

Load to the shiino black cattle • they 

Will cleanse whato’er would else pollute 
Thus shall you Acheron’s banks survey. 
Where never living soul finds way ’ 

She ended, and was mute. 

With downcast visage, s.ad and grave, 
.i^ncas turns him fioni the cave. 

And ponders o’er his woe 
Still by his side Achates moves. 

Companion to the chief lie loves. 

As musingly and slow 
Much talked they on their' onwai-d waj”-. 
Debating whose the senseless clay 
That claims a comrade’s tomb ; 
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When on the naked shore, behold, 

Thej see Misenas, dead and cold. 

Destroyed by mthless doom ; 

The son of Soltis, than who 
None e’er more skilled the trompet blew. 
To animate the warrior crew 
And martial fire rclnme 
Once Hector’s comrade, in the fray 
He mmgled, proud the spear to sway 
Or bid the clarion sound 
When Hector ’neath the conqueror died. 

He joined him to Eneas’ side, 

Nor worse allegiance found 
Now, as he sounds along the waves 
His shell, and Heaven to conflict braves, 

’T IS said that Tnlon heard his boast 
And ’mid the billows on the coast 
Sunk low his drowning head 
So all the train with erws of griof 
Assailed the skies, ^neas chief 
Then, as the Sibyl bade, they ply 
Their mournful task, and heap on high 
With timber rising to the sky 
The altar of the dead. 

first to the forest they repair, 

The silvan prowler’s leafy lair 

The pitch-tree fidls beneath the stroke ; 

The sharp axe rmgs upon the oak 
Through boechen core the wedge goes deep 
The ash comes rollmg down the steep, 
JEneas stirs his comrades’ zeal, 

And foremost wields the workman steel. 

In moody silence he surveys 

The boundless grove ; at last he prays ■ 
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' Ah ’ would some God hat show me now 
In all that wood the golden bough ' 

My poor, poor friend > in thee, alaa. 

The Sibyl’s words have come to pass ' 
Scarce had he said, when lo ' there flow 
Two snow-white doves before his view. 
And on the sward took rest ; 

His mother’s birds the hero knew. 

And joyful prayer addrest ■ 

‘ Hail, gentle guides ' before me fly. 

And mark my pathway on the sky ; 

So lead me where the bough of gold 
Glooms rich above its parent mould. 

And thou, my mother, aid my quest, 

Hor leave me doubtful and distrest ’ 

He stayed his steps, intent to know 
What signs they give, which way they go 
By turns they feed, by turns they fly. 

Just m the range of human eye ; 

Till when they scent the noisome gale 
Which dark Avemus’ jaws exhale 
Aloft they nso in rapid flight 
Then on the tree at once alight 
Where flashing through the leaves is seen 
The golden bough’s contrasted sheen. 

As in the depth of winter’s snow 
The parasitic mistletoe 
Bursts with fresh bloem, and clothes anew 
The smooth bare stems with safiron hue . 
So ’mid the oak’s umbrageous green 
The gleam of leafy gold was seen 
So ’mid the sounds of whispering trees 
The thin foil tinkled in the breeze. 

At once -iSlneaB grasps the spray 
His haste o’ercomes its coy delay. 
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And laden with the new- won prize 
Beneath the Sibyl’s roof he hies 

Nor less meanwhile the Trojans pay 
To dead Misenus’ thankless clay 
The last memorial rite : 

And first a giant pile they raise 
With oak and fir to feed the blaze, 

With dark-leaved bonghs its sides enlace, 

Sad cypresses before it place, 

And dock with armour bright 
Some fix tlie caldron, heat the wave. 

And oil the corpse which first they lave. 

Loud wails are heard • then on his bed. 

The weeping done, they stretch tlie dead. 

And heap above, the cold limbs o’er. 

The purple robes the hving wore . 

Some lend their shoulders to the bier, 

A ministration sad aud di’car. 

And, as their fathers wont, apply 
The firebrands with averted eye • 

WJule streaming oil aud offered spice 
Blaze up with flesh of sacrifice. 

And now, when sank the embers down, 

And ceased the flame to burn. 

The smouldoniig heap with wine they drown, 

And CorynsBus from the pyre 

Collects the bones, charred white by fire. 

And stores in brazen um ■ 

Then to his comrades thrice he gave 
Lustration from the flowing wave. 

With showery dew and olive bough 
Besprinkling each polluted brow. 

And spoke the last acclaim. 

But good .^neas bids arise 
A funeral mound of mighty size ; 
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J'here plants the arms the warrior bore, 

The trumpet and the shapely oar, 

Beneath a mountain high m air, 

Which bears, and evermore shall bear 
f'rom him Miscnus' name. 

This done, he hastens to fulfil 
The dictates of the Sibyl’s will 
Before his eyes a monstrous cave 
Expands its yawning womb, 

Protected by the lake’s dark wave 
And forest’s leafy gloom : 

O’er that dread space no flying thing 
Uiijeopaidcd could ply its wing , 

Such noisome exhalations nse 
Prom out its darkness to the skies 
Hero first the priestess sets in view 
Four goodly hulls of sable hue. 

And ’f wjxt tbcir boms pours forth the wine 
The topmost hairs she next plucks out, 

7'liat biisfliiig on the forehead sprout, 

An ollenug to flic flamo divine ; 

On Hecate tlie while she cries, 

The Mighty One of shades and skies. 

Some ’neath the throat thrust in the knife 
And catch in cups the stream of life 
To Earth, and Night, the Furies’ dam, 

./Eneas slays a black cwe-Iamb, 

And bids a barren heifer bleed. 

For thee, dread Proserpine, decreed. 

To Pluto then he sets alight 

High altars, flaming through the night, 

And on the embers lays 
Whole bulls, denuded of their hide. 

Still pouring oil in copious tide 
To feed the surging bln^e. 
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WLcn lo, as morning’s orient red 
Just brightens o’er the sky, 

The firm ground bellows ’neath their tread, 
The wooded summits rock and sway, 

And through the shade the hell-hounds’ bay 
Proclaims the Goddess nigh 
■■ Back, ye unhallowed,’ shrieks the seer, 

‘ And leave the whole wide forest clear : 
Pome, groat .dinoas, tread the way. 

And keep your falcluun bared • 

Xow for a heart that scorns dismay : 

Xow for a soul prepared ’ 

1’his said, with madness in her face 
She plunged into the cave 
He with her lengthening stride keeps pace. 
As fearless and as brave 

Blemal Powers, whose sway eonlrolH 
Th/' fiiupire of de/wirl^'d sonhv 
Ye too, throughout whoso wide domain 
Blauk Night and grisly Silence reign. 

Hoar Chaus, awful Phlcgethon, 

What oar has heard let tongue make known 
Vouchsafe your sanction, nor forbid 
'ro utter things in darkness hid 

Along the illimitable shade 
Darkling and lone their wnv thej' made. 
Through the vast kingdom of the dead, 

*ku empty void, though tenanted • 

So travellers in a forest move 
With but the uncertain moon above. 
Beneath her niggard light, 

When Jupiter has hid from view 
The heaven, and Nature’s every hoe 
Is lost m bhndmg night. 
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OrcoB* portals hold their lair 
Wild Sorrow and avenging Care , 

And pale Diseases cluster there, 

And pleasureless Decay, 

Foul Penury, and Fears that kill, 

And Hunger, counsellor of ill, 

A ghastly presence they : 

Suffering and Death the threshold keep, 

And with them Death’s hlood-brother. Sleep 
III Joys with their seducing spells 

And deadly War are at the door ; 

The Furies couch in iron cells. 

And Discord maddens and rebels ; 

Her snake-locks hiss, her wreaths dnp 
gore. 

Full in the midst an aged elm 
Broods darkly o'er the shadowy realm : 

There dream-land phantoms rest the wing. 

Men say, and ’noatb its foliage cling. 

And many monstrous shapes beside 
Within the infernal gates abide , 

There Centaurs, Scyllas, fish and maid. 

There Uriareus’ hundred-handed shade, 
Chimsera armed with flame, 

Gorgons aud Harpies make their den. 

With the foul pest of Lema’s fen. 

And Gcryon’s triple frame 
Alarmed, .ihlneas grasps his brand 
And points it at the advancing band ; 

And were no Sibyl there 
To warn him that the goblin swarui 
Are empty shades of hollow form. 

He would be rushing on the foe, 

And cleaving with intrenchant blow 
The unsubstantial air. 
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Tbo threshold passed, the road leads on 
To Tartarus and to Acheron. 

At distance rolls tho infernal flood, 

Seething and swollen with turbid mud, 

And into daik Cocytus pours 
The burden of its oozy stores 
Gnm, sqnnlid, foul, with aspect dire. 

His eye-balls each a globe of fire. 

The watery passage Charon keeps, 

Solo warden of those murky deeps • 

A hoidiJ iiiaiille round him thrown 
(lirds Vireast and shoulder like a zone 
lie plies the pole with dexterous ease. 

Or sets the sail to catch the breeze, 

Ji’crrying the legions of tho dedd 
In bark of dusky iron-rcd, 

Now seamed with ago, but heavenly powers 
Have fi osher, greener eld than oui s 
Towards the fciry and the shore 
The nniltitiidinoiis phantoms pour , 
iMatroiis, and men, and heroes dead, 

And boys and maidens, yet unw ed, 

And youths who funeral fires have fed 
Boforo thoir parents’ eye 
Denso as the leaves tliat from the tieen 
Float down w hen antnmn first is keen. 

Or as the birds that thickly massed 
Fly landward from the oeeaii vast, 

Driven over sea by wintry blast 
To seek a sunnier sky 
Each in pathetic supplianco stands, 

So may he first be femed o’er. 

And stretches out his helpless hands 
In yearning for the further shore : 

Tho ferryman, anstcre and stem, 

Takes these and those in varying turn. 
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While other some he scatters vddo, 

And chases from the nver side. 

^ueas, startled at tho scene. 

Ones, ‘ Tell me, priestess, what may mean 
This concourse to the shore '* 

What cause can shade from shade divide 
That l^ese should leave tho river side, 

Those sweep the dull waves o’er ? ’ 

The ancient seer made brief re[)ly 
‘ Anchises’ seed, of those on high 
The undisputed heir, 

Cooytus’ pool and Styx you see. 

The stream by whose dread majesty 
No God will falsely swear 
A helpless aud unbutiod crew 
Is tins that swarms lu'fore your view 
Tho boatman, Charon whom tho wave 
Is carrying, these have found their grave 
I’or never man may travel o’er 
That dai k and dreadful flood, before 
Ills bones in c in tlio um 
E’en till a hundred yea’-s are told 
They wander shivering in the cold 
At length admitted they behold 

The stream for which they yearn ’ 

In deep thought paused Anchises’ seed 
And pondered o’er their cruel need. 

Tombless and sad, there meet his view 
Leucaspis aud Orontes true 
Who Lycia’s navy led; 

With him they left their Eastern homo ; 

The sonthwind whelmed them ’neath the foam, 
And men and bark were sped 

Lo * pilot Pahnurus’ ghost 
Was wandenne: restlessly. 
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Who, voyaging that fatal night, 

While on the stars he bent his sight. 

Was tumbled headlong from his post 
And flung upon the sea. 

Scarce m the gloom the godlike man 
His lost fnend knew , then thus began : 

‘ Ah Palinure * what God was he 
That snatched 3 ou from my fleet and mtf 
And plunged you in the deeps ? 

Apollo, ti-ue in all beside. 

Here only has his word belied , 

Ho promised you should ’scape and reach 
In safety the Ausonian beach , 

Lo ' thus his fitith he keeps * ’ 

Then he ‘ Nor false was Phoibus’ shrine. 

Nor godhead whelmed me in the brine 
I slipjied the holm by which I steered 
Still to my tightonmg grasp adhered. 

Broke off, and with me fell 
The ruthless powers of ocean know 
’T was not my fate that feared me so. 

Ablest your ship, of help forlorn. 

Her pilot lost, her helm down- torn. 

Should fail in such a swell 
Three long cold nights ’neath southwinds’ 
sweep 

I drifted o’er the unmeasured deep : 

Scarce on the fourth dim dawn 1 sight 
Italia fi-om the billow’s height 
Stroke after stroke 1 swam to shore , 

And peril now was all but o’er. 

When, as in cumbeniig garments wet 

I grasped the steep with talon clutch. 
With BW'ords the barbarous natives sot 
Ou my poor life, my gear to touch 
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Now o’er the ocean am I blown, 

Or tossed on shore from stone to stone. 

O, by the genial light of day, 

By those soft airs on earth that play. 

By yonr loved sire I make my prayer. 

By the sweet promise of your heir, 
Hespect our friendship give relief 
Prom these my ills, unconquered chief 
And either heap, as well you can. 

Some earth upon a wretched man— 

’T will cost you but to measure back 
To Vella’s port your watery track — 

Or if perchance some way be known. 

Some path by your blest mother shown, 
For not unhclped of heaven, I trow, 

O’er those dread floods yon hope to go. 
Vouchsafe the pledge my misery craves, 
And take me with you o’er the waves, 
That so in resting-place of peace 
My wandering life at length may cease ' 
His piteous plamt was scarcely done 
When thus the prophetess begun • 

‘ Whence, Palinure, this wild desire ? 
What, still unburied, you aspire 
To see the stream that Funes guard. 

And tread, unbid, the bank’s pale sward ? 
No longer dream that human prayer 
The wiU of Fate can overbear. 

Yet take and in your memory store 
This cordial for your sorrow sore. 

For know, that cruel country-side. 
Alarmed by portents far and wide. 

Shall lay your spirit, raise a mound. 

And send down offerings underground . 
And all the coast, while time endures, 
Shall Imk its name with Pahnure’s.’ 
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He hears, and feels his gnef no more, 

But gloncB in the namesake shore 

Once more upon their way they go 
And near the stream of sulphurous flow. 
Whom when the gloomy boatman saw 
Still Higher through the forest draw 
And touch the bank, with warning tone 
Ho hails the Msitants unknown 
‘ Whoe’er you are that sword in hand 
Our Stygian flood approach, 

Your errand speak from where you stand. 
Nor further dare encroach 
These climes the spectres hold of right. 

The home of Sleep and slniiiberous Night , 
My laws foibul me to convey 
Substantial forms of hreathiiig clay 
’T was no good hour that made mo take 
Alcidcs o’er the nether lake. 

Nor found 1 more auspicious freight 
In Theseus and his damig mate , 

Yek'all were Heaven’s undoubted heirs, 
And prowess moio than man’s was theirs 
That from our rooiiarcli’s footstool dragged 
The infernal watchdog, bound and gagged - 
These strove to foiec from Pinto's side 
Our mistress, ins imperial bride ’ 

Theu bncflj’ thus the Amphr} sian seer 
‘ No lurking stratagems are here , 

Disiuiss youi qualms the s\\ ord w e draw 
Imports no breach of Stygian law 
Still let yonr iKirtei fioiu his den 
Scare bloodless shades that once were men 
With hajnng loud and deep • 

Let virtuous Proseipine niaintaiu 
Her uncle’s bed untouched by stain. 

And still his threshold keep. 
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’T is Troy’s JBneas, brave and good, 

To see bis sire would cross the flood. 

If nought it soften you to see 
Such pure heroic piety, 

This branch at least ’ — and here she showed 
The branch within her raiment stowed — 

^ Ton needs must own.’ At once the swell 
Of anger in his bosom fell 
Ho answers not, but eyes the sheen 
Of the blest bough, so long unseen. 

Turns round the vessel, dark as ink. 

And brings it to the river’s brink ; 

Then bids the shadowy spectres flit 
That up and down the benches sit, 

Frees from its load the bark’s deep womb. 
And gives the great jFlncas room 
Groans the strained craft of cobbled skin. 

And through rent seams the ooze drinks in. 
At length wise seer and hero brave 
Are safely ferried o’er the wave. 

And landed on the further bank, 

’Mid formless slime and marshweod dank 

Lo ' Cerberus with threo-throate<l bark 
Makes all the region ring. 

Stretched out along the cavern dark 
That fronts their enterinjr 
The seer perceived his monstrous head 

All bristlmg o’er with snakes upronsed. 
And toward him flings a sop of bread 

With poppy-seed and honey drowsed 
He with Ins triple jaws dispread 
Snaps up the morsel as it falls, 

Belazes his huge frame as dead. 

And o’er the cavo extended sprawls. 
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The sentiy thus m slamber drowned, 

2E!iieas takes the vacant ground, 

And quickly passes from the side 
Of the irremcahle tide 

Hark ' as they enter, shrieks arise, 

And -wailing great and sore. 

The souls of infants uttering cries 
At ingress of the door. 

Whom, portionless of life’s sweet bliss, 

From mother’s breast untimely tom. 

The black day burned -to the abyss 

And plunged in darkness soon as bom. 
Next those are placed whom slander’s breath 
By false arraignment did to death. 

Noi lacks e’en bore the law’s appeal, 

Nor sits no judge the lots to deal. 

Sage Mmos shakes the im})artial um. 

And calls a court of those below, 

The hfo of each intent to leam 

And what the cause that wrought them 
. woe 

Next comes their portion in the gloom 
Who guiltless sent themselves to doom. 

And all for loathing of the day 
In madness threw their lives away 
How gladly now in upper air 
Contemirt and beggary would they bear. 

And labour’s sorest pain ' 

Fate bars the way around their keep 
The slow unlovely waters creep 
And bmd with ninefold chain. 

Next come, wide stretching here and there. 
The Monrmng Fields such name they bear. 
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Here those whose being tyrant love 

With slow aonsnmption has devoured 
Dwell in. secluded paths, embowered 
By shade of myrtle grove 
Not e’en in death may they forget 
Their pleasing pain, their fond regret 
Phaedra and Prooris here are seen. 

And Enphyle, hapless queen, 

Still pointing to the death-wound made 
By her fell son’s unbated blade. 

Evadne and Pasiphac too 
Within that precinct meet the view 
Laodamia there is fonnd. 

And Caeneus, woman now, once man, 
Condemned by fate’s recurrent round 
To end where she began 

’Mid those among the branching treen 
Sad Dido moved, the Tynan queen. 

Her death-wound bleeding yet and green 
Soon as JElneas caught the view 
And through the mist her semblance knew, 
Like one who spies or thinks he spies 
Through flickenng clouds the new moon nsc, 
The teardrop from his eyehds broke, 

And thus in tenderest tones he spoke 
‘ Ah Dido ' riglitly then I read 
The news that told me yon were dead. 

Slain by your own rash hand ' 

Myself the cause of your despair ' 

Now by the blessed stars I swear, 

By heaven, by all that dead men keep 
In reverence here ’mid darkness deep, 
Against my will, ill-fated fair, 

I parted from your land 
o 
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The Gods, at whoae command to-daj 
Through theae dim shades I take my way. 
Tread the waste realm of sunless blight, 
And penetrate abysmal night, 

They drove mo forth nor could I know 
My flight would work such cruel woe 
Stay, stay your step awhile, nor fly 
So quickly from j^lneas’ eye 
Whom would you shun P this brief space o’ 
Fate suffers us to meet no more ’ 

Thus while the briny tears run down 
The hero strives to calm her frown, 

Still pleading ’gainst disdain 
She on the ground averted kept 
Hard eyes that neither smiled nor wept, 
Nor bated more of her stem mood 
Than if a monument she stood 
Of firm Marpesiau grain 
At length she tears her from the ploco 
And hies her, still with sullen face. 

Into the embowering grove, 

AV^ere her first lord, Sycheeus, shares 
In tender interchange of cares, 

And gives her love for love , 

^noas tracks her as she flies, 

With bleeding heart and tearftil eyes 

Then on his journey he proceeds ; 

And now they gain the furthest meads, 

The place which warriors haunt , 
There sees he Tydeus, and the heir 
Of the Arcadian nymph, and there 
Adrastus pale and gaunt 
Theie Trojan ghosts m battle slam. 

Whose dirge was loud in upper sky : 
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The chleftaon knows the shadowy train, 

And heaves a melancholy sigh - 
Glaucns and Medon there they meet, 
Antenor’s offspring, famed m war, 
Thersilochns, and Polyphete 
Who dwelt in Ceres’ hallowed seat. 

And old Id 83 as, holding yet 
The armour and the car 
They cluster round their ancient friend ; 

No single view contents their eye 
They hnger and his steps attend. 

And ask him how ho came, and why 
But Agamemnon’s chivalry, 

When gleaming through the shade 
The hero and his arms they sec. 

Are wildered and dismayed - 
Some huddle m promiscuous rout 

As erst at Troy they sought the fleet 
Some feebly raise the battle-shout , 

Their straining throat the thm tones flout. 
Unformed and incomplete. 

Now Pnam’s son confronts lus sight, 
Dciphobus, in piteous plight. 

His body gashed and torn. 

His hands cut off, his comely face 
Seamed o’er with wounds that mar its grace. 
Ears lopped, and nostrils shorn 
Him, as he cowered, and would conceal 
The ravage of the cruel steel, 

The chief scarce knew then, soon as known. 
He hails him thus in friendly tonr - 
‘ Deiphobus armipotent. 

Of mighty Teucer’s high descent. 

What foe has had his will so far 
Your person thus to maim and mar ? 



196 THE ^NEID, 

Fame told me that with slaying tired 
Upon the night of Troy’s last sleep, 

You sank exhausted on a heap 
Of Grecian carnage, and expired 
Then I upon Rhootean ground 
Upraised an empty funeral mound 
And called your shade thrice o’er 
Your name, your arms the spot maintain 
Yourself, poor Inend, I sought in vain, 

To give you, ei* I crossed the main, 

A tomb on Timm’s shore ’ 

'■ Nay, gentle friend,’ said Priam’s son. 

‘ Your duty nought has left undone 
Deiphobus’a dues are jiaid 
And satisfied Ins mournful shade 
No , ’t was my fate and the foul crime 

Of Sparta’s dame that plunged me here 
She hade me bear through after time 

These ngemoncs of her dalliance deal 
In what a.dream of false delight 
We Trojans spent om- latest night 
You know nor need 1 idly tell 
What recollection minds too well 
When the fell steed with fatal leap 
Sprang o'er Troy s wall and scaled the steep, 
And brought in its impregnate womb 
The armed host that wrought our doom, 

An orgie dance she chose to feign, 

Tied tin ough the streets a niatroii train, 

And fioiii the tonet, lorcli in hand, 

Gave signal to th< Grecian band 
I, weaned out, had laid iiiy.head 
On our unhajipj bridal bid, 

Snnk 111 a letliargy of deep, 

Most like to death, so calm, so deep 
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Meantime my virtnuna wxfe removed 
All weapons from the house away , 

Mv sword, so oft in need approved, 

She took from where the bolster lay 
Thou opes the palaoe-door, and calls 
Her former lord nithm the walls. 

Thinking, forsooth, so fair a prize 
Would blind a dazzled lover’s eyes. 

And patriot zeal might thus efface 
The memory of her old disgrace 
Why lengthen out the tale ? they burst 
The chamber-door, that twain accuist, 
.bolides his comiade, still 
The ready connaellor of ill. 

Ye gods, to G reeco the like repay. 

If pious are these lips tliat pray ' 

But you, what chance, I fam would know, 

Has led you living down below 

Come you by ocean-wanderings driven, ^ 

Or sent by warning voice from heaven 
Whdt stress of fortune brings you here 
Through sunless regions, waste and drear*’' ’ 

Thus while they talked, day’s oar 011 high 
Hull passed the summit of the sky , 

And 1.0 perchance had worn away 
The period of the travellers’ stay, 

But the good Sibyl thus in brief, 

As comrade might, bespoke the chief - 
‘ Hineas, lught approaches near ; 

While we lament, the hours career 
Here, at the spot where now we stand. 

The road divides on eithitr hand , 

The right, which skirts the walls of Dis, 
Condnets us to the fields of bliss 
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Tbe left gires siimerB np to pain. 
And leads to Tartarus’ guilty reign ’ 
‘ Dread seer,’ Deipbubus replies, 

‘ Forgive, nor let thine anger nse. 
The shadowy circle I complete, 

And seek again my glooimy seat. 
Pass on, proud boast of Ilium’s line. 
And find a happier fate than mine ’ 
Thus he , and as tbe words he said 
He tamed, and in an instant fled 


Sudden ^ncas turns his eyes, 

When ’noatli the left-hand cliff he spies 
The bastions of a broad stronghold, 
Engirt with walls of triple told 
Fierce Phlegethon snriDnnds the same. 
Foaming aloft with torrent flaiue, 

And whirls his roaring rocks • 

In front a portal stands displayed. 

Oil adamantine columns stayed 
Nor mortal nor immortal foe 
Those massy gates could overthrow 
With Imltle’s direst shocks 
An iron tower of equal might 
In air uprises steo}! 

Tisipliono, in red robes dight, 

Sits on the threshold day and night 
With eyes that know not sleep 
Hark ' from within there issue groans, 
The cracking of the thong. 

The clank of iron o’er the stones 
Dragged heavily’ftlong 
dineas halted, and drank in 
With startled ear the fiendish din : 
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‘ What forms of crime are these ? ’ he cries, 

‘ What shapes of penal woe ? 

What piteous wails assault the skies ^ 

O maid ' 1 fain would know ’ 

‘ Brave chief of Troy,’ returned the seer, 

‘ iNo soul fi-om guilt’s pollution clear 
May yon foul threshold tread 
But me when royal Hecat made 
Controller of the Avemian shade. 

The realms of torture she displayed. 

And through their horrors led 
Stern monarch of these dark domains. 

The Guossian Bhadamanthns reigns ■ 

He heai s and judges each deceit. 

And makes the soul those crimes declare 
Which, gloiying in the empty clieat. 

It veiled trom sight m upper air 
Swift oil the guilty, scourge in hand, 

Leaps fell Tisiphonc, and shakes 
Fail in their face her loathly snakes. 

And calls her sister baud. 

Tlicn, nor till then, the hinges grate, 

And slowly opes the infernal gate 
See you who sits that gate to guard'' 

What presence there keeps watch and ward f 
Within the Hydra’s direr shape 
Sits with her hfty throats agape. 

Then Tartarus with sheer descent 

Dips ’neath the ghost- world twice as deep 
As towers above earth’s continent 

The height of heaven’s Olympian steep 
”r IS there the oldest born of earth. 

The children of 'ritanic birth, 

Hurled headlong by the lightning’s blast. 

Deep lu the lowest gulf are cast. 
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Aloeus’ sons there met my eyes, 

Tvrin monsters of enormous size, 

Who stormed the gate of heaven, aud strove 
IVom his high seat to pull down Jove 
Salmoueus too I saw in chains, 

The victim of relentless pains. 

While Jove’s own flame he tries to mock 
And emulate the thunder-shock 
By four fleet coursers chanot-borne 
And scattering brands m impious scoi u 
'f'hrough Elis’ streets he rode, 

All Greece assisting at the show, 

And claimed of fcllow-mcn below 
The honours of a God 
Fond fool ' to think that thunderous crash 
And heaven’s inimitable flash 
Man’s puny craft could counterfeit 
With rattling brass and horsehoofs’ beat 
Lo ' from the sky the Almighty Sire 
The loviii-bolt’s authentic fire 
’Mid thickest dai kness sped 
(No volley his of pine-wood smoke), 

And with the inentable stroke 
Despatched him to the dead. 

There too is Tityos the accurst, 

By earth’s all-fostormg bosom nurst 
O’er acres nine from cud to end 
His vast unmeasured limbs extend : 

A vulture on his liver preys : 

The liver fails not nor decays 
Still o cr that flesh, which breeds new pangs, 
With crooked beak the torturer hangs. 
Explores its depth with bloody fangs. 

And searches for her food , 

Still haunts the cavern of his breast, 

Nor lets the filaments have rest, 

To endless pain renewed. 



BOOK VI. 


201 


Why should I name the Lapith race, 
Pinthous and Ixion base ’ 

A frowning rock their heads o’ertops, 
Which ever nods and almost drops 
Conches where golden pillars shine 
Invite them finely to recline. 

And banquets smile before their eyne 
With kingl}' splendour proud 
When lo f fell malice in her mien, 
lleside thorn lies the Furies’ queen • 

From the nch faie she bars their hand. 
Thrusts m their face her sulphurous brand. 
And thunders honrsc and loud 
Here those who wronged a brother’s love, 
Assailed a sire’s grey hair, 

Or for a trustful client wove 
A treachery and a snaro. 

Who wont on hoarded wealth to brood. 

In bulleu Bcltish solitude, 

Nor called their fnonds to share the good 
(The most in number they), 

With those whom vengeance robbed of life 
For guilty love of other’s wife, 

And those who drew the unnatural sword, 
Or broke the bond ’twixt slave and lord, 
Await the reckoning-day 
Ask not their doom, nor seek to know 
What depth leeeivcs them there below. 
Some roll huge rocks up nsiug ground. 

Or hang, to whirling wheels fast bound- 
There in the bottom of the pit 
Sits Theseus, and will ever sit 
.^nd Phlcgyas warns the ghostly crowd, 
Proclaiming tlii-ough the shades aloud, 

‘ Behold, and learn to practise right. 

Nor do the blessed Gods despite ' 
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This to a tyrant master sold 
His native land for cnrsed gold, 

Made laws for lucre and unmade ; 
That dared his daughter’s bed to climb : 
All, all essayed some monstrous crime, 
And perfected the crime essayed 
No, had T e'en a hundied tongues, 

A hundred mouths, and iron lungs. 

Those types of guilt 1 could not show. 

Nor tell the forms of penal woe.’ 

So spoke the wise Amphrysian dame • 

‘ Now to the task for which we came 
Come, make we speed,’ she cries 
‘ 1 sec the work of Cyclop race 
The aickway trouts us, face to taco, 
"Wheie custom wills that we should place 
Our precious golden piizo.’ 

Shu ended side by side they pace 
Along the region drear, 

Pass bwUtly o’er the mediate space, 

^ And to the gate draw near, 

.diiiieas takes the eutnuice-way, 

Giasps eagerly the lustral spray, 

^Vltll pute dew sprinkles limbs and brow, 
And on the dour sets up the bough 

Thus having southed the queen of Dis, 
They leauh the realms of tiauquil bliss, 
Giueii spaces, iolded in with tiucs, 

A paiiidisu ut pleasances 

Around the uhampaigu mantles bnght 

The tulncss ut purpurcal hght , 

Another sun and stars they know. 

That shmu like oui s, but shme below. 
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There some disport their manly frames 
In wrestling and palmstral games, 

Strive on the grassy sward, or stand 
Contending on the yellow sand : 

Some ply the dance with eager feet 
And chant responsive to its beat 
The priest of Thrace in loose attire 
Makes music on his seven-stimged lyre , 
The sweet notes ’ncath his fingers trill, 

Or tremble ’neath his ivory qnill 
Here dwell the chiets from Tcucer sprung, 
Brave heroes, born when earth was young, 
Ilus, Assaiucus, and lie 
Who gave his name to Dardany 
Marvelling, ^ncas sees from far 
The ghostly arms, the shadowy car 
Tlicu' spears are planted in the mead • 

Free o’er the plain their horses feed • 
'Whate’oi the hviiiff foaad ofchaims 
In cluinot and refulgent arms, 

Wliatc’er their care to tend and groom 
'i'Jieir glossy steeds, outlives the tomb. 
Others along the sward he sees 
Reclined, and feasting at their ease. 

With chanted I’eeans, blessed souls, 
Amid a fragrant bay-tree grove. 

Whence rising in the world above 
Eridanns ’twixt bowenug trees 
Ills breadth of water rolls. 

Here sees he tiie illnstrions dead 
Who fighting for their country bled , 
Priests, who while earthly life remained 
Preserved that life uusoiled, unstained , 
Blest bards, transparent souls and clear. 
Whose song was worthy Phoebus’ ear , ^ 
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Inventors, who by arts refined 
Tlu‘ common life of hnman kind, 

With all who j^atefal memory won 
By services to others done 
A ifoodly brotherhood, bodifrht 
WH.li coiDimls of virgin wliite. 

There a*- they stieam along the jilain 
The Rihyl thus accosts the train, 

Musa'iis o’er the rest, for he 
Stands midmost in that company, 

Ills stately head and shoulders tall 
O’ertopping and admired of all 
‘ Say, h,i[i[iy souls, and thou, blest seer, 

• In wliat letreat Aiiehises bides 
To look on him we journey here. 

Across the dread Averiiian tides ’ 
And answer to her quest in brief 
Thus made the venerable chief; 

‘ No several homo has each assigned , 

Wo dwell where forest jiatliwajs wind. 
Haunt velvet liaiiks ’iieatli shady treen. 
And meads with rivulets fi’usli and green 
But climb with me this ndgy hill. 

Yon path shall take you whore you will ’ 
He said, and led the way, and showed 
The fields of dazzhng light - 
They gladly choose the downward road. 
And issue from the height 


But sue Anchises ’neath the hill 
Was calmly scanning at his will 
The souls unborn now prisoned there, 
One day to pass to upper air , 

There as he stood, Ins wistful eye 
Marked all his future progeny. 
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Their fortunes and their fates assigned, 

The shape, the mien, the hand, the nund 
Soon as along tlie green he spied 
^ncas hastening to his side, 

With eager act both hands he spread, 

And bathed his cheeks with tears, and said 
‘ At last I and are yon como at last ? 

Has filial tenderness o’erpast 
Hal'd toil and pen! sore P 
And may I hear that well-known tone. 

And speak in accents of my own. 

And see that face once more ? 

Ah yes I I knew the hour would come : 

T pondered o’er the days’ long sum, 

Till anxious care the future knew • 

And now completion proves it true 
What lands, what oceans have you crossed ' 
By what a sea of perils tossed ' 

How oft 1 feared the fatal charm 
Of Libya’s realm might work yon harm ' ’ 
But he ‘ Yonr shade, your mournful shade, 
Appearing oft, my purpose swayed 
To visit this far place 
My ships arc moored by Tyrrhene brine . 

O father, link yonr band with mine, 

Nor fly yonr son’s embrace ' ’ 

He said, and sorrow, as be spoke, 

In torrents from his eyelids broke 
Thnce strove the son his sire to clasp ; 
Thnce the vara phantom mocked his grasp. 
No vision of the drowsy night. 

No airy current, half so light. 

Meantime iSlneas in the vale 
A sheltered forest sees. 

Deep woodlands, where the evenmg gale 
Goes whispering through the trees. 
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And Lethe river, which flows by 
Those dwellings of tranquillity 
Nations and tribes, in countless ranks, 

Were crowding to its verdant banks 
As bees afield in summer clear 
Beset the flowerets far and near 
And round the fair white hhos pour 
The deep hum sounds the champaign o’er, 
^neas, startled at the scene. 

Asks wondering what the noise may mean, 
What nver tins, or what the throng 
That crowds so thick its banks along 
His sire repbes ‘ Tlie souls are they 
Whom Fate will rcurate to clay 
There stooping down on Lethe’s brink 
A deep oblivious draught they drink 
Fail! would I muster in review 
Before your eyes that shadowy crew, 

That you, their sire, may joy with me 
To think of new-found Italy ’ 

‘ 0 father ' and can thought conceive 
That happy souls this realm would leave. 

And sock the upper sky, 

With sluggish clay to reunite P 
This direful longing for the light, 

Whence comes it, say, and why ? ’ 

‘ Learn, then, my son, nor longer pause 
In wonder at the hidden cause,’ 

Replies Anoliises, and withdraws 
The veil before his eye 

‘ Know first, the heaven, the earth, the main, 
The moon’s pale orb, the starry tram, 

Are nounshed by a soul, 

A bright intelligence, whose flame 
Glows in each member of the frame 
And stirs the mighty whole. 
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Thence aoals of men and cattle spring, 

And the gay people of the wing, 

And those strange shapes that ocean hides 
Beneath the smoothness of his tides 
A fiery strength inspires their lives. 

An essence that from heaven derives. 

Though clogged in part by limbs of clay. 

And the dull “ vesture of decay ” 

Hence wild desires and grovelling fears, 

And human laughter, human tears 
Immured in dungeon-seeming night. 

They look abroad, yet see no light 
Nay, when at last the life has fled. 

And left the body cold and dead, 

E’en then there passes not away 
The painful heritage of clay , 

Full many a long contracted stain 

Peiforoe must linger deep in gram 

So }>enal snfienngs they endure 

For ancient crime, to make them pure 

Some hang aloft in open view 

For winds to pierce them through and through. 

While others purge their guilt deep-dyed 

In burning fire or whelming tide 

Each for himself, we all sustain 

The durance of our ghostly pain , 

Then to Elysium we repair, 

The few, and breathe this blissful air : 

Till, many a length of ages past. 

The inherent taint is cleansed at last. 

And nought remains but ether bright, 

The quintessence of heavenly light 
All these, when centuries ten times told 
The wheel of destiny have rolled, 

The voice divine from far and wide 
Calls up to Lethe’s nver-side. 
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That earthward they may pass once more 
Biemembenng not the things before, 

And with a blind propension yearn 
To fleshly bodies to return.’ 


Anchises spoke, and with him drew 
./^ncas and the Sibyl too 

Amid the shadowy throng, 

Aiid mounts a hiHock, whence the eye 
Might fonn and countenance descry 
As each one passed alons: 

‘ Now listen what the future fame 
Shall follow the Dardanian name, 

What glorious spints wait 
Our progeny to furnish forth 
My tongue shall name each soul of worth, 
And show you of your fate. 

See you yon gallant youth adTOnoe 
Leaning upon a headless lancc P 
He next in upper air holds place, 

. First offspring of the Italian race 
Commixed with ours, yonr latest child 
By Alban name of Silvins styled. 

Whom to your age Larima fair 
Tn silran solitude shall bear. 

King, hire of kings, by whom comes down 
Through Trojan bands the Alban crown. 
Nearest to him see Procas shine, 

The glory of Dardania’s hno. 

And Numitor and Capys too, 

And one that draws his name from yon, 
SiWins ASneas. mighty he 
Alike in arms and piety. 

Should Fate’s high pleasure e’er command 
The Alban bceptre to his hand. 
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Look how th^ bloom m youth’s fresh flower ' 
What promise theirs of martial power ' 

Mark yon the civic wreath they wear, 

The oaken garland in their hair ? 

These, these are they, whoso hands shall crown 
The mountain heights with many a town. 

Shall dabii and Nomentnm rear. 

There plant Collatia, Cora here. 

And leave to after years their stamp 
On Bola and on Inuus* camp . 

Names that shall then be tar renowned, 

N ow nameless spots of unknown ground 
Tlicre to las grandsii-e’s fortune clings 

Young Romulus, of Mur®’ true breed ; 
From Ilia’s womb the warnor sprmgs, 
Assaracus’ authentic seed 
See on his helm the doable crest. 

The token by Ins sire impressed. 

That marks him out betimes to share 
The heritage of upiier air 
Lo ' by his hat called to birth 
Imperial Rome shall 1 ise. 

Extend her reign to utmost eaith, 

Her geuius to the skies. 

And with a wall of giiilbug stone 
Embrace seven hills herself alone — 

Blest in an ofispniig wise and strong 
So through great cities rides along 

The mighty Alother, crowned with towers, 
Around her knees a munerous hue, 

A hnndred grandsons, all dmne. 

All tenants of Olympian bowers. 

Tnm hither now your ranging eye 
Behold a glorious family, 

Your sons and sons of Rome : 

p 
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Lo ' Ceesar tliere and all his seed, 
lulus’ progeny, decreed 

To pass ’neath heaven’s high dome. 

This, this is he, so oft the theme 
Of your prophetic fancy’s dream, 

Augustus Caesar, god by birth , 

Restorer of the ago of gold 
In lands where Saturn ruled of old 
O’er Tnd and Garamant extreme 

Shall stretch his reign, that spans the earth 
Look to that land which lies afar 
Beyond the path of sun or star, 

Where Atlas on his shoulder rears 
The burden of the ineiunbent spheres 
Egypt e'en now and Caspia hear 
The muttered voice of many a seer, 

And Nile’s seven mouths, disturbed -with feai, 
Their coming conqueror know 
Alcidos in his savage chase 
Ne’er travelled o’er so wide a space. 

What though the brass-hoofed deer ho lolled. 
And Er3'manthus’ forest stilled. 

And Lerna’s depth with terror thrilled 
At twanging of his bow 
Nor stretched his conquering march so fai, 
Who drove his ivy-hamessed car 
From Nysa’s loftj- height, and broke 
The tiger’s spirit 'neatli his yoke 
And shrink we in this glorious hour 
From bidding worth assert her power, 

Or can our craven hearts recoil 
From settling on Ausonian soil ? 

But who IS he at distance seen 
With pnostly garb and olive green ? 

That reverend beard, that hoary hair 
The royal sage of Borne declare. 
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Who first shall round the city draw 
The limitary lines of law. 

Called forth from Cures’ petty town 
To bear the burden of a crown. 

Then he whose voice shall break the rest 
That lulled to sleep a Tiation’.s breast, 
And sound in languid ears the cry 
Of Tnllus and of victory 
Then Ancus, all too fam to ssiil 
E’en now before a favouring gale 
Say, shall I show yon face to face 
The monarchs of Tarqninian race, 

And vengeful Brutus, proud to nriiig 
The people’s fiisees from a king 
He first m cousnl’a pomp shall lift 
The axe and rods, the freeman’s gift. 
And call liis own rebellious .seed 
For menaced liberty to bleed 
?7nPfafrpy l&dJtcr ■' howsoo’er 

The deed be pidgi-d by after days. 
His country’s love shall all o’erboar. 

And unextingnished thirst of pr.aiso 
There move the Dccii, JiruBus het*, 
Tor((uatus too wilh axe severe. 

And great Canullas • mark him show 
Romo’s standards rescued from the foe ' 
But those whom side by side yon see 
In equal armour bright. 

Now twined in bonds of amity 

While yet they dwell in night, 

Alas ' how ternbic their strife. 

If e’er they win their way to life. 

How fierce the shock of war. 

This kinsman mshing to the hght 
Prom castellated Alpine height, 
r 2 
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That leading his embattled might 
From furthest morning- star f 
Nay, children, nay, your hate unlearn. 
Nor ’gainst your country’s vitals turn 
The valour of her sons 
And thou, do thou the first refrain ; 
Cast down thy weapons on the plain. 
Thou, born of Jove’s Olympian strain. 
In wliom my lifeblood i-uns £ 


One, victor in Corinthian war. 

Up Capitol shall drive his car. 

Proud of Aelunans slam • 

Aud one Jlyceno) shall o’erthrow, 

The city of the Atridan foe. 

And c cu yK.icidcb dcstioy, 

Achilles’ long-dcscendcd boy, 
fn V eiigeancc fbi his sires of Tro}', 

And Pallas' plundered fane 
tVlio, mighty Cato, Cossus, who 

Would keep your names concealed 
The Gracchi, and the Scipios two. 

The levins of the field, 

SeiTaiius, o’er his furrow bowed. 

Or thee, Fabiicius, poor yet proud P 
Ye Fabii, must your actions done 
The speed of panting praise outrun ^ 
Our grciitesT thou, wliose wise delay 
Kestoi-es the fortune of the day 
Others, behke, with hajipier grace 
Fiom bronze or stone shall call the face. 
Plead doubtful causes, map the skies, 
Aud tell when planets set or nse • 

Hut, Roman, thou, do thou control 
The nations far and wide : 
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Be this thy genius, to impose 
The rule of peace on Tanquisheil foes. 
Show pity to the humbled soul, 

And crush the sons of pride ’ 

He ceased ; and ere their awe was o’er, 
Took up his prophecy once more 
‘ Lo, great Marcellns ' see him tower 
With kingly spoils, m conquering power. 
The w ariior host above ' 

Ho in a day of dire debate 

Shall ’stabhsh firm the reeling state, 

The Carthaginian bands o’emde, 

Break down the Graul’s insurgent pride, 
And the third trojihy dcdicaie 
To Romo’s Ferctnan Jove ’ 

Tlien spoke ,^Eneaa, who beheld 
Beside the warrior pace 
A youth, full-armed, by none execlled 
In beauty’s niaiily prruce, 

But on bis brow was nought of mirth, 
And his fixed eyes were dropped on ear(li 
‘ Who, father, he, who thus attends 
Upon that chief divine 
His son, or other who descends 
From his illustrious line ' 

Wliat whispers in the encircling crow d 
The portanee of his steps how proud ' 

But gloomy night, as of the dead, 

Flaps her sad pinions o’er his head ’ 

The sire replies, while down his cheek 
The teardrops roll apace : 

‘ Ah son ! compel me not to speak 
The sorrows of onr race ' 

Thatyonth the Fates but jnst display 
To earth, nor let him longer stay . 
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With gifts hke these for aj^e tu hold, 
Rome’s heart had. e’en been overbold. 

Ah ' what a groan from Mars’s plain 
Shall o’er the city sound ' 

How wilt thou gaze on that long train. 

Old Tiber, rolling to the mam 

Reside his new-raised monnd ! 

No youth of Ihum’s seed inspires 
With hope as fair his Latiaii sires • 

Nor Borne shall dandle on her knee 
A nursling so adorned as be 
O piety I O ancient faith * 

O hand untamed in buttlo scathe ' 

No foe had lived beloix- his sword, 

Stemmed he on foot the war’s red tide 
Or with relentless rowel gored 
His foaming charger’s side 
Dear child of pity ' shouldst thou liur.st 
The duiigoou-bars of h’ato accurst, 

Our own Marcellas thou ' 

Bring lilies hoie, m liandfuls bring 
^'lieir lustrous blooms I lain would fling: 
Such honour to a graudsoii’s shade 
lly grandsirc hands may well be paid 
Yet O ' it ’vails not now 1 ’ 

Mid such discowse, at will they range 
The mist-clad legion, dim uud strange 
So when the sue the son Lad led 
Through all the i-auks of happy dead. 

And stirred his spint into flame 
At thought of centuries of fame. 

With prophet power he next relates 
The war that in the future waits, 

Italia’s fated realm desciibes, 

Latinus" town, Lauieutum’s tribes. 
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And tells him how to &ce or fly 
Uach cloud that darkens o’er his sky — 
Sleep gives his name to portals twain ■ 
One all of horn, they say, 

Through which authentic spectres gain 
Quick exit into day, 

And one which bright with ivory gleams, 
Whence Pluto sends delusive dreams 
Conversing still, the sire attends 
The travellers on their road, 

Aud through the ivory portal sends 
From forth the unseen abode. 

The chief betakes him to the fleet, 

Well pleased agam his crow to meet 
Then to Gaieta’s port sets sad, 

Straight coasting by the strand 
The anchors from the prow they hale : 
The stems arc turned to laud 
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Thoi' too, 7 T>]nea 8 ’ iinrse of yoTp, 

In tlonOi plonfiecl our nliorp, 

CaiPla, honoured dame: 

Still ineniorv hannts thy place of i-esi • 
Alnrked hy thy name, thy rcho"! hlcst 
111 the crrent eonnhy of the west 
Koposp — if that 1)0 fame 
Hut pood yKneaa. noon aa paid 
Duo trihuto to tho w ell-loved ahade 
And funeral mound nprcan-d, 

Waits till the Bean grow calm at i*vt, 

Tiled spreads his sail, constrained to leave 
The haven, thus endeared 
The hrcescs freshen toward the night. 

Nor doth the moon refuse 
Her pending lamp its tremulous light 
The glancing deep bestrews 
Next, skirting still the shore they run 
Fair Circe s magic coast along. 
Where she, bright daughter of tho sun, 
Her forest fastness thrills with song, 
And for a nightly blaze consumes 
Rich cedar in her stately rooms, 

While, sounding shrill, the comb is sped 
From end to end adown the thread. 
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Thence hear they many a midnight roar : 

The hon strives to bnrst his cell • 

The raging bear, the foaming boar 

Alternate with the gaunt wolPs yell • 
Whom from the human form divmc 

For malice’ sake the ruthless queen 
Had changed by pharmacy malign 
To bristly hide and bestial mien 
So lest the pious Troian train 
Such dire enormity sustain, 

The harbour should tliov reach, or land 
On that inhospitable strand, 

The Ocean-god inflates tb<>ir sails 
With breath of favourable galea, 

And speeds their flight, and bears them safe 
Where angry waves no longer chafe. 

The sea was reddening with the dawn • 

The queen of mom on high 
Was seen in rosy chariot drawn 
Against a safiron sky, 

When on the bosom of the deep 
The Zephyrs dropped at once to sleep 
And, struck with calm, the tired oars strain 
Against the smooth unmoving mam 
How from the deep HSneas secs 
A mighty grove of glancing trees 
Embowered amid the silviui scene 
Old Tiber winds bis banks between. 

And in tbo lap of ocean ponrs 
His gulfy stream, his sandy stores 
Around, gay birds of diverse wing. 
Accustomed there to fly or sing, 

Were fluttering on from spray to spray 
And soothing ether with their lay. 
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Ue bids his ooiurodes turn aside 

And landward set each vessel’s head, 
And oTifers in tnnniphant pride 
Tlie river’s shadowy bed 

Be with me. Goddess, while I tell 
What chiefs boic rule, what deeds befel, 
AVhat Ijatiuni’s earij time, befoiis 
I'he strantrer lauded on her shore, 

And Wilke the meiiioty of the fend 
Which first her arms in blood imbued 

0 lw‘ the poet's puide, and aid 
Ills ucolleelion, heiivi’tily maid * 

1 siiij* ol' wai s Icmjit'stuOTls tide. 

Of kiie's who perished lU then piidc, 

'I'lie T^rilieiie eluialij, and all 
Hespetin roused bv battle’s call 
A loltiet (ask tlio land osshns 
T he lioruoii broadens on his gaze 

l^ntinus, old at length and grey. 

O'er town and lealin held jiesicclul swav, 
Born of !i iiyinph of laitian race 
hioiukiuglj Faunas' lo\ ed embrace 
Ficus was Faun us' sire, and he, 

Gieat Satuiii, ones his biidli to thee 
Xo manly heir, so Heaven decreed, 
Fiesened in life the royal sued , 

K'en as it rose, in youth’s fair day 

That piogeny was reft away 

One liaughter stood to uiiaid the throne. 

To biidal age ulieady giowii 

hull iiiauy a pniiee Iroiu Latian land 

And all Ausoiua sought her hand. 

Young Tunius chief, to kings allied 
And comolier far than all beside, 
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Mach favoured of the queen, who strove 
With earnest zeal to speed his love : 
lint prodigies with dire alarms 
Deny the maiden to his arms. 

Withm the palace’ centre bred 

An ancient tree of laurel stood 
Long yeais of reverential dread 

Had gathered round its sacred wood : 
Men say ’twaa by Latmus found 
When first he traced the castle’s bound • 

He reared it Irom his native sod, 

Devoted to the Delphian god. 

And taught his settlers thence to claim 
For their new town Laurentom’s name 
To its high top a swarm of bees 
Came warping on the summer breeze 
And, linking Icet with feet, they sway 
In pendent cluster from the spray 
‘ A stranger comes,’ exclaimed the seer, 

‘A foreign host . I sec them near • 

The same the quarter of their flight, 

The same the region where they light : 
li’en now in plentitude of power 
They hold the city’s topmost tow or ’ 

Then too, as standing by her sire 
Lavmia ieuds the altar-fire, 

Her tresocs — prodigy untold — 

Catch the fierce flame with eager hold. 

And on her beauteous head-tire preys 
The crackling stream of torrent blaze 
Her royal locks are all alight. 

Her coronal, with jewels bright . 

Till, wrapt in smoke and glare, she showers 
lave sparkles thiougb the palace bowers. 
With mmglcd wonder and afirigbt 
Tlic boding seers proclaimed the sight : 
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Her fame, they said, should proudly blaze 
A streaming light to after days, 

But thin should be the nation’s star, 
O’erclouded by a mighty war. 


Tli(‘ kinur by prodicfies distraught, 

His father yaiinuh* temple sought, 

A saered glove displayed to sight 
Beiientli Alhmiea’s frowning height, 

Wliieh eehoes with a brawling stream. 

Anil his .lilies aloft sulphureous ste.im 
llitlifi (Vlnotiia's tribes rcpaii. 

To 'll k lleiiveii’s help in imin'K despaii 
Then, wh(-n the mniisler dn me 
lliis pl'iis'il till othiiiigeii the shnne, 

And, seeking stcei>. at midnight lain 
Oil I 111 stn)i|ied skins of rattle slam, 
St"aiiire shajHK U-foie his eves appisvi, 
Stiniigi- voiei'S whisper in lus ear. 

He eoniuiiines with the sons of bliss, 

()i l.ilKs with Aehcron’s dark abyss 
So now, when king J.atimis eame 
His [laieiit god’s resjponse to elinm, 

A tnindml sheep he slew, and lay 
Stielelied on their smkiI till night’s dreov, 

IN Ill'll snildcn from the "rove’s deep gloom 
Burst on his e.ii the \oiee of doom . 
‘Aiiihiiion not, iii\ son, to pair 
Wnh i.atian prinee thy rojiil heir, 

Noi satisfy ail easy ipiest 

With nuptial Iwwers already drest • 

IjO ' foreign hndegtooms come, whose fame 
To heai eii shall elevate our name • 

The sous who from their loins have birth 
Shall see oue day the ivhole broad earth. 
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From main to mam, from pole to pole. 
Beneath them bow, beneath them roll.’ 
These words, at night’s still hour addrest, 
Lahnns locks not in his breast 
Along Ansonia’s country side 
The voice of &me had spread them wide 
Already when the Trojans moored 
Their fleet on Tiber’s nvcr-board. 


^neas and the chiefs of Troy, 

And Ilium’s hope, the princely boy, 

Their weaiy limbs at leisure laid 
Under a tree’s alluring shade, 

Set forth the banquet, and bespread 
The sward beneath with cakes of bread 
(Jove gave the thought), and heap with store 
Of wilding fniit their wheaten floor. 

So when, all else eoiisnmeil, at last 
The tailuro of their scant repast 
Coiujx'llod the wanderers to deiour 
Their slender garniture of flour, 

Attack the fated nmnd, nor .spare 
The impress ol' the .sacred square, 

‘ What I eating up our hoards beside '' ’ 

In meiry vein lulns cned 

That word at once dissolved the spell 

Tlie father caught it as it fell. 

With warning look all utterance stilled, 

And marvelled at the sign fulfilled , 

Then ‘ Hail, auspicious land,’ he cries, 

‘ So long from Fate my duo ! 

All hail, ye Trojan deities, 

To Trojan fortunes true ! 

At length we rest, no more to roam : 

Here is onr country, here our home. 
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For well T mind, my sm> of old 
This secret of th« future fold 
‘Whene'er on unknown shores yon eat 
Your very hoards for lack of meat. 

Then count your home already found 
There build your to^vn and hank it round ’ 
Aye, this the lack his nowls forecast. 

And these the horrors of 1 hut fust, 

Which w.nted all the while, to close 
Our dreary- cutalopue of wops 
Conic llicii, and with the nionow’s ray 
Kxiiloie we eiich his diveree way, 

Tl'i' iniiips who, and wind the jil.iee, 

And where the eily of the i-aee 
Now w ilh full eiqis libation ponr 
To nntrlify Jove, whom all adore, 

Iniohe Aiiehises’ blessed soul, 

And oiue apiiin set on the bowl ’ 

Tims haviiip said, he wreaths Ins hiow 
W ith cincture ot a leafy bough, 

Invokih the Genius of the spol, 

And Earth, of Gods the first liegol, 
Tlie'Nyiuphs and Floods as j et unknown, 
And Night and Stars that gem her throne, 
And Ida's monarch Jove, 

And the great Mother, Phrygia’s fear. 

And last, his own two parents dear, 

One nether, one above 
Tlinec as he prayed, from avuro skies 
Tie’ Thunderer pealed aloud. 

And flushing shook bctbic thciv eyes 
A red and golden cloud. 

Through Ilium’s ranks the flame flies fast, 
The day has come shall found at last 
Their city’s promised towers 
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Exulting in the mighty sign. 

They spread the board, set on the wine, 

And crown the cup with flowers. 

Soon as the morn at earliest birth 
Difinscd her lustre o’er the earth, 

Each by a difi'erent path explores 
Tho town, the frontier, and the shores ■ 

And here they find Numicius’ spring. 

Here Tiher flows, here dwells the ting. 

This done, the monarch’s grace to gain, 
./Eneas sends a goodly train, 

A hundred chiefs of each degree. 

With wool- wreathed boughs from Pallas’ tree, 
Rich presents to their hand commends, 

And bids them crave the dues of friends 
At once the ambassadors obey 
Their hasty steps despatch tho way 
Himself with narrow trench defines 
The rampart’s meditated lines, 

And camp-likc girds Ins city round 
With palisade and sloping mound 
And now tho chiefs, tho way o’ercome, 

Before them rising tall 
See roofs and towers, the Latins’ home, 

And jiass beneath the wall 
Before the town tho youth at play 
In mimic contests speed the day. 

Direct the rapid car, or train 
Tho courser on the dusty plain, 

With vigour bend the pliant bow, 

Or to its mark the javelin throw. 

Ply the swift foot, or plant the blow : 

When nding np in full career 
A herald to the monarch’s ear 
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tte]>uil8 that valiant chiefs are here 
Attired in t'orb unknown 
Ife, lieuiiiig, {rivos the word to call 
The stniiiifers to the iiudiencc-hall, 

And seals him on hia throne 

L’j>on the city's lu/jbest yronnd, 

With hundred colnmiis com])a88ed i-ound. 
Tlieie rose a lane sublime ; 

\\,ih I’leus’ jialace loiifr apo, 

And hiiijied moikIs mound it throw 
The awe of ehlei tunc 
ITei" wind (lie iiionaichh to receive 
Tin loyal stntT tin) |■llKce^. heiiie, 

An oiiieii ol then reipn 
Hole mit the council of dcliat-e, 
lieu on hiirh d.ys the seiiiors sate 
At li luriheinnsr lables rallied in state 
'1 o (oast oil cattle slam 
Then, loemed of aiuieiit cedar wood, 

A line of old loretatliers stood , 

Iteie Itiilus, S.ilmius here 
Who taus;ht them tiist tho vine to rear 
(The iiiiiiiR seiuhlaiiee still preserved 
The hook lot pinnin<' deftly cur\od) , 
'I'lu’ie .uifient Saturn holds his place, 

And J.uius nith his double face. 

And iiuiiv another hoary king 
K'm troll! the nation’s earliest spring, 

\iid luaiij a wairior, strong and brute. 
Will) jioured liis blood bis land to save 
'flieiv loo were spoils ot bygone wais 
Hung on the pot tats, captise cars, 

StiMiig eity-gates with massy bars, 

And battle-axes keen. 
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And plumy cones from helmets shorn, 

And beaks from vanquished vessels torn, 
And darts, and bucklers sheen 
There with his bowed augnnal wand 
And scanty robe with purple band. 

The sacred buckler m his hand. 

Sat PicuB, horseman king. 

Who stirred of old the jealous flame 
Of Circc, wonder- workmg dame, 

And by her potent drugs became 
A bnd of dappled wuig 
Such was the fane within whose walls 
The king enthroned the Trojane calls, 

And, thronging round huu as they stand. 
With tranquil mien accosts the band . 

‘ Say, Dardans, for we know your name, 
Nor sail yo hither strange to Fame, 

What need has power to waft you o’er 
Such length of seas to this our shore P 
If stress of wind, or way mista’eu. 

Or other suffering 011 the mom. 

Has made you thiead our stream, and moor 
Your vessels from its pleasant shore. 
Disdain not this our Latin cheer. 

But know the race to Saturn dear. 

Not righteous by constraint or fear, 

But freely virtuous, sell-controlled 
By memory of the age of gold 
Aye, now 1 mind, m earlier day 
Auruncan elders wont to say 
’T was hence that Dardanus your king 
For Phrygian land of old took wing, 

And reached the towns at Ida's base 
And northern Samos, styled of Thrace 
0 
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From CorythuB he went, and now 
Ho suns him on Olympus’ brow, 

And when to heaven onr altars fame, 

’Mid other powers he claims his room.’ 

‘ Gh-eat King,’ IHonous made reply, 

‘ Sage Fannus’ princely progeny, 

'NV’e eorne not to yonr friendly coast 
By random gnlc o'er ocean tost, 

Nor land nor star has made ns stray 
From onr determined hne of way 
Ui steady purjioM- one and all 
We flock ly'iicath yonr city wall, 

111 IV on troiii an empiie, greater none 
'Witliiii (lie tMivuit of tlio sun 
Jove Is our sire lo Jove's high race 
We, Ihird.ms Ikiiu, our lineage trace 
Jove's seed, the monarch we olx'y, 

^ncas, sends ns here to-day 
How tieico a storm from Argos scut 
On Ida's plains its fury spent, 

How Fate 111 dire collision hurled 
Tlif easli'iii and tlio ■western world, 

Ji'eii he has lienrd, whom earth’s hist verge 
Just sepaintes fiom the circling singe, 

And he who, to his kind unknown, 

Dwells midmost ’neatli the tomd zone. 
Swi'pt hj th.it deluge o’er the foam 
For our loin ginls wc ask a home 
A bell of sand is all -we crave, 

And man's frt>e birthright, air and wave. 
We shall not sh.imc your Latin crown. 

Nor light shall be your own renown, 

Nor time obliterate the debt, 

Nor Italy the hour regret 

When Troy with outstretched arms she met. 
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I swear it by Eneas’ fate, 

By that right hand which makes him great, 
In peace and war approved alike 
A friend to aid, a foe to strike, 

Full oft have mighty nations — nay. 

Disdain not that unsought we pray. 

Nor deem that wreaths and lowly speech 
The grandeur of our name impeach — 

Full oft with zeal and earnest pmyers 
Have nations wooed us to be theirs , 

"But Heaven’s high fate, with sr.crn command. 
Impelled us still to this your land 
Hero Dardanus was bom, and hci e 
Apollo bids our nico return 
To Tyrrhene Tiber points the seer 

And pure Numicius’ hallowed nm. 

These presents too our hands convey. 

Scant relics of a happier day, 

From burning Ilium snatched away 
From this bright gold before the shrine 
His sire Anchises poured the wine 
With these adornments Priam sate 
’Mid gathered crowds in kingly state. 

The sceptre and the diadem 

Troy’s women wrought the vesture's hem ’ 

Thus as Thonens moves his suit, 

Latmus’ face is fixed and mute ; 

He sits as rooted to the ground, 

And turns his eyes in wonder round. 

Not Priam’s crown nor purple wrought 
So deeply stirs his prmcely thought ' 

His daughter’s bed — ou that he dwells, 

And Faunas’ nddlo spells and spells : 

Aye, this the chief the Fates prepare 
From foreign parts his throne to share, 
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And hence the warrior race, whose sway 
Should make a subject world obey 
At length with gladness he exclaims • 

‘ Speed, gracious Heaven, a parent’s aims 
And thmo own sign • I grant your prayer, 
Kind guest, nor scorn the gifts you bear 
You shall not lack, while mine the throne, 
Rith soil and plenty like your own 
liet but yfCneas, if he feel 
For us and ours so warm a zeal, 

Would ho be friend and firm ally, 
Apjiroacli, nor shun our kindly eye 
I oi 'icnow, that treaty may not stand 
Where king greets king and joins not hand 
Kow list, and to jour monarch take 
Wbiit further answer here I make. 

A iiiaicicn child is mine, whose hand 
Mav nmt(‘ with none of this our land. 

Thus Heaven deidares with iiiaiiy a sign, 
And voices from mj' father’s shrinu • 

(hii fate, thej' say. has j'ot m store 
A bridegroom from a fonugn shoi e, 

^^Tlosc mingling blood shall raise our name 
Above the empiTi-an fiumo 
Tliat ho, your ehiof, is Fortune’s choieo, 
fso spi.iks mj heart, my hope, my voiee ’ 
He ceased, and biulo be biniuglit for all 
Fleet liorsi-s from his lujal stall • 

Thii-e huudied in the stable stood 
^Y^th tjhissy coat and fiery blood — 

'file sonants hear, and sliwightw.iy load 
For overj- chief a gallant steed 
A purple cloak each courser decks. 

And golden poitrcls grace their necks • 

For Venus’ son the monarch’s care 
Provides a car and princely pair, 
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Twin horses of etherial seed, 

Their nostrils breathing flames of fire, 
Derived from that clandestine breed 
By Circe stolen from her sire 
So, cheered with gifts and courteous phrase, 
The Trojans take their homeward ways. 

And, mounted as they ndc, report 
A friendly welcome from the court 

Meantime fi'om Argos journeying 
Tlie consort of the almighty King, 

O’er far Pachynus as she flies. 

Looks down in prospect from the skies 
She sees them in their hour of joy, 

^ncas and the crews of Troy 
Already at their walls they toil, 

And trust them to the friendly soil. 

And leave the fleet behind • 

She halts, by ketniest anguish stung. 

Shakes her dark brows, and thus gives tongue 
To her infuriate mind 
‘ O thnee abhorred, accursed brood ' 

O Phrygian fates, with mine at fund ' 

And fell they on Sigcan plain 
Those all innumerable slain ? 

And were the captives truly ta’en, 

And were the bondmen bound ■’ 

The flame that fell on Ilium’s tower. 

Say, could it Ilium’s sons devour P 
Through circling fires and steely shower 
Their passage have they found 
Aye, sooth, my arts have spent their strength , 
My hate, full gorged, has slept at length — 

I, who could hound them o’er the foam 
When tossed and shaken from their homo 
On every sea, ’neath every sky. 

Where’er they turned them, there was I. 
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The armouries of air and mam 

Were loosed on Troy, and loosed in vain. 

What vantaged me those powers of hurt, 

Charybdis, Scylla, and the Syrt f 

In Tiber’s port they ride at ease 

And laugh at Juno ami her seas 

Yet Mars could sweep from earth’s wide face 

All vestige of the Lapith race ■ 

t)lJ Calydon the eternal Su‘o 

Surrendered to Diana’s ire 

What sm so giicvoos had they done. 

The Lapith race or Calydon 
But 1, the Tliuudeier’s awful Iniile, 

Who lelt, poor wieteh, no art untned, 

W1 u' Jared a thousand arms to wield. 

Must yield, and to wdiltiuvs yield. 

11 strength like iiime be yet too weak, 

1 cat e not whose tlic aid 1 seek 
Wliut clioico 'twixt uudei and aliote 
If IleaM'ii be faun, the shades shall movi' 
(irunt tliat 1 cannot bai the wuy 
That leads him to his Latian sway, 

Tlut fixed ni destiny must stand 
The pnum.se of Laviiua's hand 
\et just it weie events so great 
ior slow aecomplishment should wait , 

Vet may I make the monaiebs twain 
Kaeh mourner fui a nation slain 
So let them gite and take them wives, 

Th e w edding's cost their people’s lit es 
Behold }our niuiriage dower, fair maid ' 

In Latium s blood and Troy 's 't is paid 
Bclloua at the appointed hour 
Shall light y ou to your bridal bower. 

Not llecubti the only dame 

Whose womb was quick with nuptial ilame • 
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In the dear son that Yenns bore 
Paris shall come to life once more, 

A torch rekindled to destroy 
E’en now the second birth of Troy ’ 

This said, with vengeance in her eyes 
From heaven to earth the Goddess flies. 

And from the Fanes’ Stygian halls 
Alecto’s baleful presence calls. 

To whom grim war and jealous strife 
And treacheries are the breath of life 
E’en Pluto hates his offspnng, e’en 

Her sister fiends the monster dread, 

So multiform her hideous mien, 

So thick the serpents round her head 
Whom Juno then for aid entreats 
With words that kindle fiercer heats 
‘ Vouchsafe me, virgin child of Night, 

This boon for my pecuhar right, 

A service all thine own. 

Lest Juno’s praise and worship fiill 
From their exalted pedestal. 

Should Troy Italia’s bounds besot 
And weave her hymenmal net 
About Latmns’ throne 
Thou canst in hostile arms array 
Two brothers of one will, 

With rancorous hate and burning fray 
A peaceful homestead fill ; 

Scourges are thine and funeral flames - 
Thou glonest in a thousand names, 

A thousand means of ill. 

Stir up thy breast, with malice rife. 

Break the formed league, sow seeds of strife . 
Let youth and with one accord 
Desire, demand, and seize the sword ’ 
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Then, steeped in venom’s direst gall, 
Aleoto spreads her wing 
For Ijatium and the stately hall 
Of the Lanrentian king, 

Alights, and sits her down before 
Amata’s silent chamber-door . 

Who, musing on the new-come host 
And Turnns’ hopes malignly crossed, 
■Whs seething o’er, unhappy qneen. 

With woman’s passion, woman’s spleen. 
The Goddess snatched a serpent, bred 
’Mid the dark ringlets of hci iicad, 

And hurled it at the dame, 

That she, niadu fi antic by the smart 
Uetp woikiiig ill her inmost heart, 

Miglit sot the bouHi- on flame 
111 glides the sutike, niifelt, unseen, 

Thin tols' and ivoiy breast between. 

And breatlung m its poisonous breath, 
Knwnips her in a dream of death . 

Now with her golden ncckkicc blends. 
Now from her fillet’s length dejieiids, 
Wijh serpent gold her tresses binds. 
And smoothly round her person winds. 
So, when the viperous influenee 
Is first distilliug o'er the sense, 

Nor Jet the soul has caught entire 
Tlie fever of contagious fin-, 

Geiitlj, a.s mother might, she speaks. 
Tile hot tears rollmg don n her cheeks, 
Tears for her hapless daughter shed 
And Phrygia’s hated bridal bed . 

‘ And shall a Dardou fugitiie, 

O father, with Lavmia wive 

And will you not compassion take 

Jj’or daughter's, sire’s, or luothei's sake? 
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Aye, well I know, the first fair gale 
Shall sec the faithless pirate sail. 

And bear from home the weeping maid, 
The prize of his triumphant raid. 

Not thus, forsooth, the Phrygian swam 
Made stealthy progress o’er the main. 

To Sparta won his way, and bore 
Fair Helen to the Idacan shore 
Where now your sacred promise ^ whore 
The love you wont yonr own to bear. 

Or where that hand, whose friendly grasp 
The hand of Tunins oft would clasp ? 

If nought will servo for Latiuni’s need 
But hridcgrooin sprung from foreign seed, 
And father Faunus’ solemn best 
Sits heavy on j our anxious breast. 

All dimes that own not our command. 

So road I Pate, are foioigu land 
And Tumus, if enquiry tiace 
I'he first beginnings of Ins race, 

Counts with his grandsiivs Argive kings. 
And from Mycenw’s midmost springs ’ 

But when, essaying oft, slie secs 
Latinns proof against her pleas. 

And now the deadly poison thrills 
Her vems, and all the woman fills. 

Then, maddened with its funons heats, 
She rages through the crowded streets, 
Like top that whirling ’iicath the thong 
Is scourged by eager boys along 
Bent on their gamesome strife • 

With eddying motion it careers 
Bound empty courts in circling spheres , 
The beardless troop in strange amaze 
Upon the winged boxwood gaze , 

The lashes lend it life. 
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So wildly, farionsly sho Aies 

Through peopled towns ’neath wolfish eyes. 

Nay more, with fiercer freiiay spurred. 

She feigns herself by Bacchus stirred. 

Betakes her to the woods, and hides 
The maid in leafy mountain-sides, 

To balk the Trojans and delay 
The dreaded hynicnaaal day 
And ‘ Evoc Bacchus ' thou alone ’ 
fSo shrills her wild ecstatic tone) 

‘ Ai't worthy ot the fair 
Eor thee she wields the ivied wand, 

Kiir thee leads forth the dancers’ baud. 

For thee she timds her hair ’ 

Swift files the heraldry of fame. 

And ninnj auothei frenzied dame 
Comes forth, hci spirit all on tianie 
A now iibodi* to seek 
Their ancient homes they leave behind, 
Spread hair and slioulders to the wind, 

Ur clod in skins from iawiis new dofied 
Their vino-branch javelins niise aloft, 

. With shiiH ear-jnemng shriek 
She 111 the midst with fiuiitic hand 
Uplifts a blazing pine- wood brand, 

And bynins alond lu solemn lay 
Her eliihl and Turnns" marriage dnj , 

Then rolling red her bloodshot ejes, 

‘ Ho, Iiatiau mOThers ' tierce she cries, 

• Qivc ear, wheit’ei jc bo 
If, still to poor Amata kind, 

A mother's wrongs ye liear in mmd. 

The hllot from your blows unbind, 

And rove the woods with me ‘ 

'IhuB, armed with Bacehus' handspeaib koeu, 
Alecto goads the ill-starred queen. 
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And drives lier £a.r from home of men, 

’Mid silvan haunt and wild-beast’s den. 

So when she sees the seeds of ill 
Have thriven obedient to her will, 

The royal house, the royal thought, 

Alike to dire confusion brought. 

On dusky wings the Goddess flics 
Where the hold Daunian’s ramparts nsc. 

The town which Danoe built of yore, 

By headlong tempest blown ashore 
Ardea the name that bygone race 
Bestowed upon their dwelling-plaec, 

And Ardea’s name m honoured yet, 

But Ardca’s sun in gloom is set. 

Thei-e in his home at midnight deep 
Was Tumus lying wrapped in sleep. 

At once the ci afty fiend lays by 
All signs of baloiul deity 
No Fury now, she makes her own 
The likeri<‘ss of a wrinkled croiic, 

Binds with a fillet tresses grey, 

And twinc.s them round with olive spray 
She stands transformed to Calybe, 

Pnestess of Juno’s temple she, 

And thus in simulated guise 
Presents her to the warrior’s eyes • 

‘ Can Turiius rest and see his pain, 

His generons toil bestowed in vain ** 

Lie still and see bis kingly sway ^ 

To Dardan settlers signed away ? 

Latinus robs you of the fair, 

Withholds perforce her blood-bought 
dower, 

And searches out a foreign heir 

To throne him in the seat of power. 
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Go, fight yoTir fights that win no thanks, 
Reek scorn amid the embattled field ; 

Go, mow them down, the Tuscan ranks. 

And Latinm’s tnbcs with safety shield. 
These words Satnmia bade me shnll 
In your dm weed car when all was still 
Come, sound the glad alarm, and call 
The youth to arms without the wall , 
Consume the Phrygian ships, that ride 
At anchor in our ple-osant tide 
"T IS Heaven’s high will that gives command. 
And pionipta to fight your ready hand. 

Xuy. lot Iiatinns’ self, if yet 
He grudge the fair, nor own his debt, 

Pioiii late ev]>eneiieo leiitn, and feel 
The might of Tui mis. sheathed iii steel ’ 

ith scornful laughter in his eye 
The liaiighty youth thus made reply 
‘ The fli'Cl arrived in 1’ilier’s sti-eam 
Has not escaped me, as you deem 
Why feign these terrors well I ween 
Tunius la watched by Juno queen 
’T IS you, good diiiiu', effete and old, 

Wliom purblind age, o’ergrow'n with mould, 
Beniocks with visions of alarms 
Aniul the clang of luonarchs’ arms 
Yours is the task to tend the shnne 
And make jour image look divmo , 

But leqie to men, whose caie they are. 

The mjsteries of peace mid war ’ 

These taunts enkindled mto fire 
The furnace of Alceto’s ire 
Or ere he ceased, a tiemblmg takes 

His flume , his eyes are fixed as stone , 
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So dire the hissing of her snakes, 

So ghastly gnm the features shown , 

She thrusts him back with angry glare 
As, faltering, further speech he tries, 
TJprears two serpents from her hair. 

And cracks her scorpion whip, and cries • 
‘ Behold the dame, grown o’er with mould, 
Whom dotage, impotent and old, 

Bemocks with visions of alarms 
Amid the clang of monarchs’ arms > 

My home is with the infernal king. 

And death and war in hand I bring.’ 

A fire-brand at the youth she throws 
Lodged in Ins breast the pmewood glows 
With lund light and dim 
A giant terror breaks his sleep. 

And, bursting forth, big sweat-drops steep 
Uis bod^, bone and limb. 

‘ My sword ' niy sword ' ’ he madly shrieks , 
His sword he through the chamber seeks 
And all the mansion o’er 
Bums the fierce fever of the steel. 

The guilty madness warriors feel. 

And jealous wrath yet more ■ 

As when piled high a caldron round 
The wood-firo sends a crackling sound, 

And makes the waters start and bound. 

In wild tnrmoil with smoke and steam 
Seethes, hisses, froths the imprisoned stream, 
Till the vexed wave o’erleaps control. 

And vaporous clouds to heaven uproll 
So, proudly trampling treaties down, 

He sounds a march to Latium’s town ; 

To king Latmus he will go. 

Protect the realm, expel the foe 
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Thongb Latium’s force unite with Troy’s, 
Himself will bring the counterpoise. 

This said, to Heaven he makes appeal 
The Rutulc hosts with emulous zeal 
Their martial rage inflame 
And one the chiei’s young beauty fires, 
One kindles at his hero sires, 

One at his deeds of fame 

While Turmis thus to fury fens 
The Riitiiles’ warlike might, 

Aleclo on her Stygian vans 

Turns to Troy’s camp her flight. 

New cunning in her breast, a place 
She 111 the distance eyed. 

Whore j'oung lulus Icil the chase 
Along the nver-side 
'J'lion suddi'n to Ins bounds’ keen smell 
Pivsents the lure they know so well, 

A gallant stag to start 
’T was thence a nation’s sorrow flowed. 
And kindling into madness glowed 
''riic savage rustic heart 
Of beautv'ous ibmi and bianchmg bead 
A stag in liuninu liaunts was bred, 

Kroiti mother’s iiulk withdrauTi, 
Tyrrheus and his children reared, 
Tyrrheiis, who ruled the royal herd, 

The ranger of the lawm 
Fair Silvia, daughter of the race, 

Its horns with wreaths would mtcrlace. 
Comb smooth its shaggy coat, and lave 
Its body in the crystal wave 
Tame and obedient, it would stray 
Free through the woods a summer’s day. 
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And home again at night repair 
E’en of itself, how late soe’er 
So now 't was wandering when tlie pack 
Gave tongue and followed on its track, 

As sheltered from the noontide beam 
It floated listless down the stream. 
Ambition fired Ascanins too , 

The shaft he aimed, the bow he drew 
Fate guides his hand with whirring speed 
Through flank and belly flies the reed 
Homeward the wounded creature fled, 

Took refuge m the well-known shed, 

And bleeding, crying as for aid. 

Through all the house its moaning made. 
With flat hand smiting on each arm 
Poor Silvia gives the first alarm. 

And calls the rural folk ■ 

They — for the fury-pest unseen 
Jh lurking in the woodland green — 

Or ere she deems, are close at hand ; 

One grasps a charred and hardened brand. 
And one a knotted oak . 

Whate’er the seeker’s baste may find 
Does weapon’s work for fury blind 
Stout Tyrrheus, as he splits in four 
With wedge on wedge a tree’s tough core, 
Leaps forth, his hatchet still in hand. 

And, breathing rage, arrays his band 
The Goddess from her vantage tower 
Perceives, and seizes mischief’s hour. 

Flies to the summit of the stall. 

And thence shrills out the shepherd’s call, 
With harsh Tartarean voice in air 
Pitching on high the bom’s hoarse blare 
That sound the forest line convulsed : 

The long vibration throbbed and pulsed 
Through all the depth of wood ; 
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’T was heard by Trivia’s lake afar, 

Heard by the sulphurous waves of Nar 
And Velia’s fountain flood ; 

And terror-stricken mothers pressed 
Their children closer to their breast. 

Now, gathering at the hideous sound. 

The rustics from the country round, 

Snatch u]i their arms and run 
The Trojan youth, their gates displayed. 

Stream forth to give Ascanius aid. 

And battle is begun 
No longer now ’t is villago fend. 

Waged with seared stakes and truncheons rude 
Another game they tiy ■ 

'T IS two-edged iron swoids and spears 
Unsflc tin- field with spiky ears 
Res|xinhive to the sun s appeal 
Flash glittering binss and bnrnibhotl steel, 

And fling their rays on high 
As when beneath the wind's first sweep 
The w'hite foam gathers on the deep, 

. The waters giadnal rise. 

High and more high the billows grow, 

Till from the very depth Isdow 
They mount into the skies 
Young Alnio, Tjriheiis’ lien fill then. 

Falls inid the foremost fighting men, 

Ity whiz/.iitg shaft laid low 
Deep yi his gullet lodged the death 
And choked the ways of voice and breath 
With lifeblood’s gushing flow 
Aronnd him many a warrior bleeds. 

And old Galsrsns, as he pleads 
In vain for peace no justcr sou 
Had fair Ausonia, richer none . 
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Eiii'b niglit within his cotes were penned 
jb’ive flocks of sheep, five herds of cows, 
And Ins broad lands from end to end 

AV ere furrowed by a hundred ploughs 

Wlido these aro killing thus and kill<*d, 
Tho fiend, her promise now fulfilled, 

Soon as tlie first hot blood is drawn 
And wai 111 ilniiider ’gins to dawn, 

Uj) fiom Hesiieiia flies, 

And iidiiig on the rack of cloud, 

Thus w itli triumphant voice and proud 
'I'o mighty Jnuo cries • 

‘llehold, 't is finished' strife full-blown 
lias issued forth in fight • 

"Sow bid the liosts their hate atone 
And fiioiully treaty plight 
Tlir hands of Troy, thou soest, are dj ed 
Deep in Ausoiiiau blood , 

A gueidoii 1 will add lieside, 
if .so thy will holds good 
TJie miuhbouinig cities 1 will hll 
W itli ihick-sown rumours nlc, 

And wake m each niuuly will 
The I'l antic lust of strife. 

Till aid tlu-y hung fiom every side. 

Ami battle’s seeds bo scattered wide ’ 

Juno rutums ' Enough is spread 
Oftieacliery and panic dread 
Tho roots of wrar are firmly set 

Till) light IS raging hilt to hilt 
The aims that chance supplied are wet 
With taint of carnage newly spilt 
Such bo the hjTneiia>al ties 
That Vmius’ son ohall solemnize 
With Latium’s easy king ' 

K 
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For thee, Leaven’s monarch may not bear 
That longer thon in upper air 

Rhouldst ply thine errant wing 
(rive place if farther chance betide, 
Myself the circamstanco will guide.’ 
Saturnia spoke the Fiiiy sjiread 
Her serpent wings for flight. 

Dives to the regions of the dead, 

And leaves the upper light 
In inid Ttaliii lies a place 
Retiring ’ncath a muuntain’s base, 
Amsaiictus' vale, pent in between 
Two wooded slojics of dusky green. 

While in the midst a ton ent raves. 

As ’(wixt the rocks it winds its waves 
All awful eaveni there men show, 

Tlio voi^ goi ge of Dir below, 

And gulfs whence Acheron bursts to sight 
Ope jaw s of pestilential night 
There plnugi>d the hateful fiend beneath. 
And earth and sky again took breath 

'Juno takes np the unfinished jilan 
And perfects what the fiend began 
Straight to the city from the plain 
The shepherds speed, and bear the slain, 
Young Alino lu his comely grace 
And old Galoihus' mangled face, 

Make street and home with clamour ring, 
Imploi^p the gods, adjure the king 
Fierce Tiiriius takes the tide at flood 
His loud voice swells the ciy for blood 
That blares np to heaven 
‘ Strange slips defile the royal stem 
The Phrygians share the diadem. 

Himself from Latium driven ’ 
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Thon thej whose dames aie footing still 
In Bacchic irenzj wood and hill 
(Such power is in Amata’s name) 

Come forth, and fan the martial flame. 
’Camst omens flashed before their eyes, 
’Grainst warnings thundered from the skies, 
They cry for war, and early and late 
Besiege Latinns’ palace-gate. 

Like rock engirdled by the sea. 

Like rock immovable is he 
Before the roaring tide • 

The wild waves bark about its base 
Its mass sustains it still in place ; 

Crags echo round it gives no heed . 

And scattered foam and rent seaweed 
Fall from its rugged side 
Powerless at length their mge to eheck. 

As things whirl on at Juno’s beck, 
Appealing oft to soulless skies 
And deaf dumb gods, the lather cries 
‘ Alas I the destinies prevail : 

Wo drift and drift lieforu the gale • 

Ah wretched children ' yours the guilt. 

And yours the blood must need.s be spilt 
Thee, Turnus, thee the gnm fiends wait 
Thine agonizing vows too late 
Shall knock at heaven’s relentless gate. 

For me, my rest is all assured, 

My hark within the haven moored 
The shock that parts my aged breath 
But robs me of a happy death.’ 

He speaks, and in his chamber bides, 

While &om his hand the sceptre slides 

In Latinm’s old Hesperian day 
An ancient rale of yore had sway ; 
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To Alba’s cities thence it passed ; 

Now Rome, earth’s miRtresR, holds It fast, 
Whether ’gaiuht Thrace they turn their spears. 
Or bring the Arab blood and tears, 

Or, following on tlu* dayslar’s track. 

From Parthia claim the standards back 
Two gates there stand of War — ’t was so 
Onr fathers named them long ngo — 

The war-god’s terrors round them spiciid 
All atntosjjhcic of sacred dread 
A huiidicd bolts the i-ntmiicc guard. 

And Janus there kiejis watch and ward 
'I'liese, wbciibiH pcv'iB on wav dwidc, 

The consul, all in antique ]irido 
Ol 0 dune cincture deftli tied 
And purple-striped attire, 

Witli grating noise himself unbais. 

And cmIIs aloud on Father Aliirs 
Th<‘ w.iinor tram takes iiji the eiy. 

And hoi US with bia/iii sjiuphoiiy 
Then' hoarse assent conspire 
'T was thus the^ l»>de the king proelaiiu 
Fiwree wai against the Troian name. 

And ojie the gates of doom • 

The good old sire with liiind and e\ e 
Shrank fioiii the hated ministry 
And deeper plmiged in gloom 
When lo ' 111 person from abo\e 
Descends the imperial spouse of Joie, 
Snic'tcjhe barred gatcB, and h.iekw.ud lolled 
Oil _iaTring lunge ein li burstv'ii fold 
Ausonin. all iiiei I Ix-lore, 

Takes Ine and bla/os to the eoie 
And some on foot then innieh essay, 
tioiiie, iiioinited. stoini along the way. 

To aims ' cij one and all 
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With unohious lard their shields they clean 
And make their javelins bright and sheen, 
Their aves on the ivhctstone grind , 

Look how that banner takes the wind ! 

Hark to yon trumpet’s call > 

Five mighty towns, with anvils set, 

111 emulous haste their weapons n hot • 
Crustumium, Tibnr the renowned. 

And strong Atiiia there arc found. 

And Ardea, and Autemme crowned 
With tunets louitd her wall 
Stool caps they finrno their blows (o fi(. 

And osier twigs for lnicklei*8 knit 
Or twist the hauberk’s brazen mail 
And mould them greaves of silver jiale 
To these has passed the homage paid 
Eicwhile to jilouglisharc, scythe, and spado 
Each 1)1 mgs his father's battered blade 
And smells m tiro anew 
And now the ehmons picice the skies 
From rank to rank the watchword flics 
Tins tears las helmet fioiu the wall. 

That drags Ins war-horae fwim the stall, 
Dons threc-piled mail and ample shield. 

And girds him for the embattled field 
With falchion tried and true 

Now, Muses, ope your Helicon, 

The gates of song unfold, 

What chiefs, what tribes to war came oy 
In those dim days of old. 

What sons were then Italia’s pride. 

And what the arms that blazed so wide 

For ye are goddesses . full well 

Your mind takes note, yonr tongue can tell . 
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Tlio far-off whisper of the years 
Scarce reaches our bewildered ears 

McAontius first from Tyrrhene coast, 

Who xuocks at heaven, arrays his host. 

And bravos the battle’s storm 
Uis son, young Lausns, at his side, 
hixcclk'd liy none in beauty’s pride. 

Save Turnus’ comely form 
Ijhusus, the tamer of the steed. 

The conqueror of the sihan breed, 

Leads from Agylla's towers m vain 
A thousand youths, a valiant tram 
Ah happy, had the son been blest 
In hearkening to his sire's behest, 

Oi hud the sin,' from whom ho eiiiiie 
Hod othei iiatiiie, other naniu ' 

Next drives along the giiissy meads 
HiK jiuhii-crownod car and conqueiing steeds 
fair Aventuius, princely hoir 
Of Hereules the brave and fair, 

Ais.1 for his proud escutcheon takes 
Ills father’s Hydra and hor snakes 
'T was ho that priostess llhea baio, 

A stealthy birth, to npi>ei inr, 

'Slid shades of woody Aveiitiiio 

Mingling lier own with lienveidy blood, 
Wlioii triunipli-fiusbed from Get yon slam 
Alcidej touched the Liitinn plain. 

And butlied. TK-na’s distant kmc 
In Tuscan Tiber's tlood 
Ijong pikes and poles his bonds nprear. 

The shapely blade, the Sabmc spear 
Himself on foot, with bun’s skin. 

Whose long white teeth with ghastly gi'iu 
Clasp like a helmet brow and chin. 
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Joins the proud chiefs in rude attire. 

And flaunts the emblem of his sire. 

From Tibur’s walls twm brothers came, 
The town that bears Tibnrtus' name, 

Bold Coras and Catillus strong . 

Through thick-ramcd darts they storm along. 
The foremost in the fi-ay • 

As when two clond-bom Centaurs leap 
Down Ilomole or Othrys’ steep, 

The forest parts before their swoop, 

And crashing trees give way 

Nor lacked there to the embattled power 
The founder of Praeneste’s tower, 

Biave Ctceulus, by all renowned 
As Vulcan’s son, ’mid embers found 
And monarch of the rustics crowned 
Beneath him march his ram] train, 

Whom high PreBueste’s walls contain. 

Who dwell in Gabian Juno’s plain. 

Whose haunt is Amo’s chiHy flood 
And Hcrnic rocks, by streams bedewed. 

Who till Anagnia’s bosom green 
Or drink of father Amasene. 

Jfot all ore furnished for the war 
With ample shield or sounding cai’ 

Some sling lead bullets o’er the field. 

Some javelins twain in combat wield. 

A cap of fur protects their head 

By spoil of tawny wolf supplied ; 

Their left loot bare, on earth they tread ; 

The nght IB cased in raw bull-hide. 

Messapus, tamer of the steed. 

The Ocean-monarch’s mighty seed, 
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Whom none mighh harm, so willed his sire, 
With force of iron or of fire, 

Awakes his people’s slumbering zeal 
Xiong time unused to war's appeal, 

And from the scabbard bares the steel 
With him Fescennia’s armed tram, 

The dwellers in Faleni’s plain, 

Who hold Soracte’s lofty hill 
Or fair Flavinia’s comland fill, 

Capena’s woods their dwelling make 
Or Ciniiniis, its mount and lake. 

With niensnisid pace they march along, 

And make their monarch’s deeds their song , 
liike snow-whito swans in liquid air, 

When homeward from their food they f.iic. 
And far and wide melodious notes 
f’oii.e iipjtling from their slender throats, 
WInIe the broad stream aud Asia’s fen 
Jloicrbcrate to the sound again 
Sure none had thought that eouiitless ei on d 
A mnil-elad compiiiT . 

It rather soeiiii>d a dusky cloud 

t)f uiigiHiit fowl, that, hoarse and loud, 

Press landward from the sea. 

Ijo ' Clansns there, the Sabines’ boast, 
la-ads a great host, himself a ho.st , 

Whence spread the Clandian race, since Home 
With Sabine burghers shaied her home 
With him the Amiterniaiis came 
And Cures’ sous of ancient name, 

The squadron that Kretiim guards 
And green Mntusca’s olive-yards. 

Those whom Nomeutnm's city yields, 

Who till V chnus' Roseau fields, 

^Tho Tetnea's rude summit chmb 
Or on Sevems sits subhme. 
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Or dwel where rans Amelia by 
Casperia’s walls and Foruli, 

Who Tiber haunt and Fabaris’ banks, 
Whom Nnrsia sends to battle donn 
From, her cold home, Hortiniau ranks 
And Latian tribes of old renown. 
With those whom Alba’s stream ill-starreil 
Flows tlirough, dividmg swaid from swaul 
Thick as the Libjan billows swarm 
When fell Onon seta in storm. 

Or as the sun-baked ears of gram 
In Haimus’ field or Ljcia’s plain , 

Their bucklers rattle, and the ground 
Quakes, startled by then footfall’s sound. 

Halmsns, Agamemnon’s mate, 

Who hates all Troy mtb liegeman’s bate. 
Yokes his swift horses to the car. 

And brings his hosts to Tumus’ war. 

The rustic tid«‘ij whoso ploughshaie tills 
The viiie-clad slopos of M.issio hills, 

Kent from Auriincan heights, or bound 
From Sidicinian ehampaign-grouml. 

Who fertile Calcs leave behind 
Or where Vulturnian waters wind, 
Saticule’h tenants, rough and rude, 

And all the hardy Oscan brood. 

Spiked truncheons they are wont to fling, 
But fit them with a leathern string • 

A target shields the good left hand, ^ 
And curved like pruner’s hook the brand 
They wield when foot to foot they stand 


Nor, CEbalus, shalt Ihon pass by 
Unnamed m this our minstrelsy. 
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Born to old Telon, Caprcee’s king, 

By Kaiad of Scbethus’ apnng , 

The son contemned his sire’s domain, 

And stretched o'er neighhourmg lands his reign 
Sarrastes’ tribes his rule ohej’. 

And fields whero Sanius’ waters play. 

Who Batuliini and llufiio hold 
Or till Celeniite’s fi uitfiil mould, 

Or those whom fair Abclla sees 
Down-looking through her apple-trees. 

All wont in 'J’euton sort to throw 
Nail-studded maces ’gainst the foo , 

Their helm of bark from coik-troi* peeled. 

Of brass their sivoid, of brats their shield 

Tlu‘(' too stoop Ncrscp sends to war. 

Brill 0 UfeiiH, boin ’neatli happy star 
II aid us tbeir clods the ..Kquiuu race. 

Inured to labour in the chase , 

Tn armour sheathed, they till tlioir soil. 

Heap foray up, and h\o by spoil 

f).inio too from old ^latnivia’s realm. 

All oln c-garlaud lound Ins helm. 

Hold Umbio, priest at onec and knight. 

By king Arehijipns sent to light , 

Who baleful seipents knew to steep 
By hand and i oicc in charmed sleep, 

Sootbevl tiheir fierce wrath with subtlest skill. 
And from their bite drew off the ill 
But ah ^ his mcdicmcs could not heal 
The death-wound dealt by Dardau steel , 

His slnmborous charms availed him nought 
Nor herbs on Marsian mountains sought 
And cropped with magic shears ; 
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For tbee Angnitia’a woody cave, 

For thee the glassy Fncine wave, 

For thee the lake shed tears. 

From green Aricia, bent on fame, 
Hippolytus’ fair offspring came, 

In lone Egena’s forest reared, 

Where Dian’s shrine is loved and feared 
For lost Hippolytas, ’t is said, 

By cruel stepdame’s cunning dead. 

Dragged by Ins frightened steeds, to sate 
His angry sire’s vindictive hate. 

Was called once moie to realms above. 

By Pason’s skill and Dian's love 

Then Jove, incensed that man should rise 

From darkness to the npiicr skic.s. 

The leech that wrought such healing hurled 
With lightning down to Pluto's world 
But Tnvia kind her favounto hides 
And to Egeria’s cure confides, 

To live 111 woods obscure and lone, 

And lose in Virhius’ u.uiio his own. 

’T IS thence e’en now fiom Trivia’s shiino 
The hom-hoofed steeds are chased. 
Since, scared by monsters of tlio brine. 

The chariot and the youth divmo 
They tumbled on the waste. 

Yet no’erthelesB with horse and car 
His dauntless son essays tho war. 

In foremost rank see Tumus move. 

His comely head tho rest above ; 

On his tall helm tho triple cone 
Chimeera in relief is shown , 

The monster’s gaping jaws expire 
Hot volumes of .^tneoan fire . 
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And still tilie ilaines and raves the more 
The deeper floats the field with pfore. 

With bnstlinff hide and lifted liorns 
Jo, all gold, his shield adorns, 

K’en as in life she stood , 

'1 lierc too is Argus, warder stem, 

And Inoehus fiom graven 11m, 

Her frilher, pours Ins flood. 

A cloud of footmen at his back 
And shielded hosis the plain made black , 
Auriincans, Avgivcs, brave and bold, 
Riitniinns and Sieanians old, 

Snemniaiis thii sting for the field, 

T.ahici with eiianielled shield , 

Wild 'I'iIkt’s l.inns with furrow score 
.\iid pure Nunuems’ sacred shore, 

Snhdno Rutuhan slopes, and plough 
C'lreenis' steep i-eluctant brow 
"Where An.\ur boasts her guardian ,Jovu 
And eiccnly blooms Ferouia's grove , 

Wlioiv Sat lira's unlovely mere 
111 sullen quiet sleeps, 

And,llfuns groiK*s tbrongli marshland drear 
And hides him in the deeps 

Lust marches foith for Latium’s sake 
Camilla fair, the Vohcian maid, 

A troop of horsemen in her wake 

In jiomp of gleaming steel arrayed , 
Stem wamor queen ’ those tender hands 
Ne'er plied Minerva’s ministries 
\ virgin in the fight she stands 

Or winged wings in speed outvies. 
N.ay, she might fly o’er fields of grain 

Nor crush in flight the tapenng wheat, 
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Or skim the surface of the main 

Nor lot the billows touch her feet 
Where’er she moves, from house and land 
The youths and ancient matrons throng, 
And fixed m greedy wonder stand 
Beholding ns she sjieeds along 
In kingly d3'e that scarf was dipped • 

’T IS gold confines thoso tresses’ flow 
Her pastoral wand with steel is tipped, 

And Lycian are her shafts and bow 
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■VViirs Tiimns Lad war’s onsipn shown 
From high Lanrt'iitnm's tower, 

And made iLc horns with hoarse harsh tone 
Give forth their voice of power, 

His fiery coursers chafed, and pealed 
Tlie din of battle on Ins shield, 

Dull hearts are startled from their sloth , 

All Latiuni joins in solemn oath. 

And kindles in an houi 
Alessapus, Ufeiia, ’mid the first. 

And fierce Mezentius, scoffer cursed, 

HiCise succour, and from cultured jilains 
Sweep to the camp the sturdy swains. 

And Venulus betimes is sped 
On embassy to Diomed, 

To oral e for help, and tell the talc 
That Troy has entered Latium’s pale 
.rlineas nith his gods is there. 

And beusts himself the kingdom's heir, 
AVhile mun\ a nation joins las side. 

And Latium fools his uaiiie spread wide 
What prize he seeks from war, what end. 
Should Fortune smile. Ins hopes intend. 
King Diomed may fither scan 
Than Tumus or Latinns can. 
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So Latium fares - the Trojan sees, 

And fluctuates in perplexities : 

By thousand warring cares distraught 
This way and that ho whiils his thought. 

As flashes light upon the face 
Of water in a brazen vase 
From sun or lunar rays : 

From spot to spot behold it dart, 

And now it takes an upward start 
And on the ceiling plays. 

Night came all life was Imricd deep, 

Man, boast, and bird, in placid sleep 
The chief beneath the cope of heaven. 

His heart with thought of battle riven, 

His limbs beside the nver throws 
And courts the qiiiot of repose 
When rising through the poplar wood 
Appears the genius of the flood . 

A grey gauze mantle wrapped him round , 
With shadowy reed his brows wore crowned . 
Then thus ho spoke, and laid to rvat 
The cares that racked the hero’s breast 

‘ 0 seed of Heaven, who bring once miiro 
Tiost Pergamus to this our shore. 

And keep old Troy in life. 

Long looked for on Laurcntian ground, 
Behold your home, your mansion found, 

Nor fear though foenicn hem you round 
With menaces of strife. , 

Heaven’s anger is at length assuaged, 

And ceased the feud of Gods enraged. 

E’en now, lest haply you should deem 
My words the coinage of a dream. 

On woody banks before yonr eye 
A thirty-farrowed sow shall he, 
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Iter -wliolo wliite length on earth stretched out, 
Her } oung, as white, her teats about, 

Sign that when thirty years come round 
White Alba shall Asoanms found. 

Not v.iiii my bong now, how to speed 
la jii-ospevous sort your piossing need, 

’T IS miat' to tell and yoni-s to heed 
An adians liere, from Pallas born, 

To king Evander’s service sworn. 

Oil mninitam heights have built .iiid walled 
A city, Pallanteuni culled. 

AVitli Ji.it mm uoiistaiil n.ar they wage 
iM.ikc Ihoin jour friends, their aid eiigiige 
ilj sell mil ho jour journey V guide 
And t( 'ich your oais to ehinb the tide 
Up, goddiss-boiu, this iiistHTit use, 

And 010 the starlight leaves tlie skies 
Miike lows to Juuo ovcibeai 
Her iingiy soul with gift and praier 
\\ Ian I'oiKiiiest cisinus \on in tlie fight, 

1 too n ill olniiu .1 pationks right 
"f I-. I whose liriniiuiiig flood yon see 
t'.fitenng thiough the fi'uitful lea, 

(’euihuii TiK'V, Unit in love 
Ami deiire-'t to the Gods aliovc. 

Ijo heir, aiising from my bed, 

st.iiely home, the nations' be.ad ’ 

He s.nd, and sought the rn er s pit. 

IVliilf wight and sleep ..-Eneas quit 
I p st.irts the chief, and turns hi-, ejis 
In reveiencc to the oiient skies, 
lu hollowed palm the water t.iki... 

And thus Ills supjdieatinn uiukes 
‘ liauientian Nymphs, from whose pure blo<>d 
I’lio nvers have tlieir birth, 
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Thon, Tiber, Tnth tby sacred flow, 

The beaniy of the earth, 

Heceiye ^neas, and at length 
Abate the toils that wasie^his strength 
Whate’er the source where, calm and still, 
^hou giv’st a thought to this onr ill. 
Where’er thou spnng’st to life dirine. 

My gifts, my worship shall be thine, 
lllest power, o’er each Italian stream 
The horned monarch ci owned supremo 
lie near to succour us, and seal 
The omen that thy words reveal ’ 

This said, he chooses bircmes two. 

Provides them oars, and arms the crow 
When lo > a sudden prodigy 
A milk-white sow is seen 
Stretched with her young ones, white as she. 
Along the margent green. 

.i^eas takes them, dam and brood. 

And o’er tlio altar pours their blood. 

To thee, great Juno, e’en to thee. 

High heaven’s majestic queen 
All night the Tiber calmed his Hood, 

And staj'ed its onward cour.se, and stood. 
That smooth might ho the watery floor. 

Nor aught impede the toiling oar 
So speed they on ’mid joyful cries , 

The vessels lightly ghdo , 

And waves and woods with strange surprise 
See glittering steel and painted keel • 
Advancing up the tide. 

Still rowing on, they wear away 
The energies of night and day, 

O’orpass full many a lengthy reach 
’Neath alder shade or spreading beech, 

6 
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And gently wind thick groves between 
That lend the wave a deeper green. 

The sun was at his midday height. 

When tower and rampiro loom in sight, 
And dwelhngs thinly strown 
Now to tho skies Home’s power makes soar 
That city • then ’t was scant and poor, 
Evauder’s humble throne. 

Soon as they see, to land they steer 
Their ships, and to the town draw near 


The Arcadian uionaich chanced that day 
A high solemnity to pay 
Before tho city, in a grove. 

To Hercules, the seed of Jove 
His rustic seiiatois are there. 

And P.dlas too, Ins kingdom’s heir, 

With censers charged the spilt lifo-strcani 
Rends up a sacrificial steam 
Soon as tho giillant ships they saw 
'Mid tlic thick forest nearer draw 
, In still swift cadence oared, 

A sudden terror takes their eyes 
In wild confusion all npnse 

And quit the banquet-board 
Bold Pallas chides their panic start, 

Takes in his hand a beamy dart, 

And from a mound afar, 

‘ Speak^ gallant joutbs' what cause,’ he cries, 
‘ Has driven you here on strange emprise 
What seek jou as your journey’s aim I* 

Say, what your home, your race, your ufljne 
Or bring you peace, or w ar ? ' 

JEncos from the lofty stem 

With oatrtretched olive makes return . 
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‘ Born Trojans wo . our warlike gear 
Your Latian enemies may fear . 

Driven from their coast by sword and spear 
Bvander’s court we seek 
Go, tell your king, Dardania’s power 
Has sent us here, the nation’s flower, 

His succour to bespeak ’ 

That mighty name struck Pallas dumb 
‘ Whoe’er you are,’ lie auswert<, ‘ come. 
Speak with luy father face to face, 

Our welcome take, our mausiou grace ’ 
With friendly grasp he took and iiressed 
The hand of his illustrious guest • 
Advancing, through the gi-ovc they wmd. 
And leave the river’s bonk behind. 

And now with many a courteous woi d 
The prince of Tioy his suit ju-eferrrd 
‘ Worthiest and best of Danaan race, 

Whom Fortune bids me sue for grace 
With signs of suppliant need, 

1 feared not to approach you, I, 

Though sprung from Grecian Arcady, 
Allied to Atreus’ seed 
Heaven’s oracles and conscious worth, 
Your own fair fame, that fills the earth. 
And kindred ancestry — ’tis these 
Have made us one in sympathies. 

And driven me to your royal gate, 

The willing instrument of fate 
Old Dardanus, Troy’s founder styled, 
Declared by Greece Electra’s child. 

To Teueer’s nation came , 

And Atlas was Electrs’s sire. 

Whose sinewy strength, nnused to tire. 
Supports the starry frame. 

8 2 
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Tour sire is Mercury, whom of yore 
Maia, his radiant mother, boro 
In cold Cyllenc’s air : 

But Maia, if report say true. 

Her birth from that same Atlas drew 
Whose shoulders heaven njihear 
’T IS thus one foniifain-liead eontains 
The stream that flows in oitlu'r’s veins 
Thus armid, 1 made no first essay 
By embassii'M to sound the way • 

My life I jeoparded, my own. 

And came m person to yonr throne. 

The Dannian hunts us as his prey. 

Your own iuvctciatc foe 
If us they banish, noiifrht, they say, 

Shall save Ilesjieria fixaii then sway ; 

The ujiper sea shall soon obey. 

And tliat which rolls Iwlow 
Exchanp* we friendship mai-tial powers. 
Stout hearts, and piai-tised arms arc ours 


lie said Ev'ander’s keen cj’cs scan 
Eyes, features, inien, and all the man 
Then thus ho speaks * How great my joy 
To hail you, bravest son of Tioy ' 

How truly, fondly 1 recall 
Anehises’ look, voice, language, all ' 

I mind, when Friam came to see 
His sister's realm, Hesionc, 

On to Arcadia’s bounds he passed 
And breathed our cold inclement blast. 

A boy was I, a stnphng lad. 

My cheek with youth’s first blossom clad . 
1 gazed at Pnam and his tram 
Of Trojan lords, and gazed again : 
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But great Auchises, princely tall, 

Was more than Priam, more than all 
With boyish zeal I schemed and planned 
To greet the chief, and grasp his hand. 

I ventured, and with eager zest 
To Phouena brought my honoured guest. 

A Lycian quiver he bestowed 
At parting, w ith its arrowy load, 

A gold- wrought scarf, and bridle reins 
Of gold, which Pallas still retains 
So now the troth you ask I plight. 

And soon as morning lends her light 
A troop shall lead yon on your way 
And ample stores your need purvey 
Meanwhile, siuco happy chance invites 
Your piesi'iice, share these annual rites 
Wliieh Heaveu forbids us to postpone. 

And make our fiieinlly boards your own ’ 
Once more ho calls for wino and meats. 

And sets the chiefs on grassy scats, 

.i^ilncas hrst 011 maple throne 
With lion’s shaggy hide bi'strown , 

While youths attendant on the priest 
Bring roasted flesh of victim boasi. 

Wrought Ceres’ gifts in baskets pile. 

And make th<‘ cu2is with Bacchus smile. 

So, plied with food, the strangers dine 
On entrails and on bnllock’s chine. 

When hunger’s rage at length was st^ed. 
And craving appetite allayed, 

Evaiider speaks ‘ This solemn day. 

The feast we serve, the ntes wo pay. 

Not these the freaks of fancy strange, 

Blind to the jiast and bent on change ■ 

No, Trojan guest ; deliverance wrought 
From direful ill the lesson taught : 
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The yearly honours we renew 

But render thanks where thanks are due. 

Behold yon beetling cliff o’erhnng, 

Those crags in wild confusion flung, 

That mountain-dwelling, all forlorn, 

And rocks from their foundations torn. 
Beneath the hill a cavern ran 
Where Cams lived, half beast, half man - 
No sunbeam e’c'r came in 
The wet groniul leeked with fresh-spilt gore. 
And human heads adorned the door 
With foul and ghastly gnn 
Daik Vulcan was the monster’s sire . 

He vomited Vnlcanian iiie. 

And, glorying in so proud a hirth, 

Sliook with his hulk the solid earth 
Wo, too, when yearning to he freed 
I Found heavenly succour in mir need 
At length a »tw«ig usenger came, 

Alcides, in the glow of fame 

From (teryon spoiled and killed 
His cnptui-ed bulls he led this waj 
Vi<;tonoii8, and the stately prey 
Bank-side and valley tilled. 

But Caens, spurred by Fniies oi» 

To leave no wiekcduess andoiic. 

Four bulls, four heifpr>, lieauteoiis all. 

Boars off in plunder from the stall - 
And these, to hide their track, he trails 
Hack through tlie vallej by their tails. 

And thuk, the fixitpriiits all reversed. 
Conceals them ui his lair accursed. 

No sign, no mark the foray gave 
To lead the seeker to the cave ■ 

Till when at last Amphitryon’s son 
Removed his herd, their pasture done. 

And stood prepared to go. 
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The oxen at departing fill 

With noisj utterance grove and hill, 

And breathe a farewell low 
When hark I a heifer from the den 
Makes answer to the sound again, 

And mocks her wily foe 
Black choler filled Alcides' heart ■ 

He snatches club and bow and dart. 

And scales the mountain’s height - 
Then, nor till then, was Cacus seen 
With quailing eye, and troubled mien 
Swifter than swiftest wind he flies 
At once, and to the cavern hies, 

Wliile terror wings his flight. 

Scarce had he gamed the cavern door 
And lowered the rock that hung before 
Fixed by his father’s art • the strain 
Makes the stout doorposts start again 
When lo ' the fierce Tirynthian came. 

His vengeful spirit all on flame, 

Darts here and there his blazing eye, 

If haply entrance ho may spy. 

And grinds for rage his teeth ; 

And thnoe the mountain he suiveyed, 

Thrice the blocked gate in vain essayed, 
Thnce rested, and took breath 
A pointed rock, on all sides steep, 

Bose high above that dungeon-keep. 

Abrupt and craggy, fitted best 
For noisome birds to build their nest 
This, as it frowned above the tide. 

He pushed from the remoter side. 

And from its socket tore ■ 

Then burled it down . the high heavens crack, 
The nver to its source runs back, 

And shore recoils from shore. 
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Then Cacne’ mansion stood displayed , 

The cavo revealed its depth of shade ; 

As though by some strange might 
Earth, parting to her inmost core, 

Should show the realms that Gods abhor. 
The vast abyss be bare to day, 

And spectres huddle m dismay 
At lutlux of the light 
There us surjinscd with bnddeu glare 
The iiKii'slei, pent vtithin his lair, 

111 hideous fashion roars, 

Aleides plies him from on high 
W'th nil his dieiid artillery. 

And tiiiiik and millstone pours 
He, powciless to elude or floe, 
lllauk smoko disgorges, dire to see, 

With daikiiess iloods the loom, 

Blots out nil piosju'et from the sight, 

Aiul iii.ikes aiiothei, deeper night. 

Half lightning and half gloom 
Aleides, ehaling as Ibi shame, 

Dashed oiinuid headlong througli the flame, 
Wlu'ie tliukost sjKint the jets of smoke, 

And lil.iekest elonds the carem clioke 
There, as in vain ho Aimed and hissed. 

He locked him in a deadly twist, 

And eleiiMng, clinging, throttling, strained 
Ills starting eyes, his throat blood-drained 
The victor now, the doors down- torn, 

The loathsome den reveals, 

Display^ the oxen, late forsworn, 

And the foul caivase drags 111 scorn 
To daylight by the heels 
The rustles view with wild surprise 
The body o’er and o’er. 



BOOK VII 1. 


That shaggy breast, those dreadful eyes, 
Those jaws that dame no more 
Henceforth our tribes observance pay 
And keep with joy this solemn day, 
Potitius foremost, and the line 
Pinarian, wardci-s of tho shnne 
’T was lioro ho fixed this altar-stonc. 

In name and fact our greatest known 
Como then, in memory of such worth 
Tho garland don, the enp hold forth, 
Invoko the God wo both revere, 

And pour the wine with hearty cheer ’ 
He ceased the poplar’s sacred shade. 
The blended white and pp’een, 

Hung from his brow the cup displayed 
High in Ills hand was scon 
With efpial veal his guests outpour 
The \otivo wine, the gods adore 


Meantime the sun has stixiped from high 
And iicar.s the down&ll of the sky. 

Potitius and the priestly baud 

Como, elad in skins, with torch in hand. 

Once iiion' the bamjuet is restored ; 

Rich dainties grace tlie second board , 

The victim’s clioicest parts, bestowed 
On bonding plates, tho altars load 
The Sahan minstrels come, their brows 
Engarlanded with poplar boughs, 

Two bands, one old, one young : 

The deeds of Hercules they sing, 

How, o’er bis stepdame triumphing, 

Tho serpents’ neck he wrung ; 
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How mighty towns he overthrew, 

Great Troy and great CEchaha too ; 

What countless tasks, assigned 
By king Eurystheus, he fulfilled. 

When haughty Juno, iron-willed. 

With Destiny combined 
‘ Thy conquering arm the cloud-horn twain, 
Hyla'UH, PholuB, Iwith has slniii , 

Thou loy’st the Croton monster low. 

And that fell beast, that met his foe 
In Nemca’s mountain glen 
The Stygian lake beheld and feared. 

And Oieus’ warder, hlood-besmenred. 
Growling o’er gory iKines half-cleared 
Down in his gloomy den 
No gi I'ly Rliape thy miuI could fright. 

Nor e'en Tvjilioeiis, os for tight 
Til arms he towered erect , 

No lack was tlnno of counsel sVirewd, 

When like a legion round thee stood 
The Hydra hundred-necked 
All had. great Jove’s authentic lacc, 

Who e’en to heaven caiist lend a grace ' 
Vouchsafe thy presence here to-day 
To us and to the rites we pay ’ 

So mingle they their praise and prayer, 
And add, to crown his fame. 

Grim Caeus in Ins robher-lair 

Outbreathing smoko and flame 
The sacred forest, thrilled with sound, 
Be-echo^s and the hills rebound 


And now the tram, their worship o’er, 
Bock to the city wend once more. 
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Heavy -with age, the king moves on. 

And keeps ^neas and hia son 
(ilose at his side, while various talk 
Makes light the burden of the walk 
Admiringly the Trojan plies 
From side to side his glancing eyes. 

Feels every charm, and asks and hears 
Each record of departed years. 

Then spoke the venerable king, 

From whom, 0 Rome, tliy glories spring . 

‘ This forest ground, from time’s first dawn. 
Was held by natives, Jfympli and Faun, 

Men who from stocks their birth had drawn 
And oaks of hardest gram 
No arts were theirs • they knew not how 
To couple oxen to the plough. 

To store their treasured goods or spare: 

The teeming boughs supplied tlioir faro 
And beasts in hunting slam 
Then from Olympus’ height came down 
Good Saturn, exiled from his crown 
By Jove, lus mightier lioiv 
He brought the race to union first, 

Erewhile on mountain-tops dispersed, 

And gave them statutes to obey. 

And willed the land wherein ho lay 
Should Latium’s title boor. 

That was the storied age of gold. 

So peacefully, serenely rolled 

The years beneath his reign ; 

At length stole on a baser age, 

And war’s indomitable rage, 

And greedy Inst of gam 
Ausonians and Sicanians came, 

And Saturn’s land oft changed her name ] 
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Came too tbe monarchs, Tibns gnm, 

The royal giant, largo of limb, 

Who»c name theuceforth the river bore, 
And Albula was known no more 
Myself, an exile from my home, 

Wc'nt wandering for along tbe foam. 

Till mighty eliaiicc' and destined doom 
Coiistrsined my errant choice 
So came I to these rcp^ons, driven 
lly warning fi om my mother given 
And Phcnbub’ awfijl voice.’ 

Then, as they take tlicir onward wnj s, 

A gate and altar he diajdays, 

Home’s own Carrnentnl f^ate 
In alter ycais such honour found 
Fivtindcrs mother, njmjih renowned, 
Cnrnicnlis, first ol seers who sung 
The lionies from JEncas sprung 
And 1‘allantcuni’s fato 
Next at the giovo their feet are stayed 
Which Koiuulua the ALsylum made • 
Lupcrcal's gelid cave they see, 

Niuned fiMiii the god of Aready 
Then shows lie Argiletum’s wood, 
Appe.iliiig to the scene of blood. 

And tells the tale of Argus’ end, 

Pei hdiuuH Ai gna, once his friend. 

Then to Taipeia's dmod abode 
And Cajiitol lie points the road 
Now all IS golden , then ’t was all 
O'ergiown with trees and bmshwood tall 
E’en then rude hinds the spot revered • 
E'en then the wood, the rock they feared 
‘ Here in this grove, these wooded steeps 
Some god unknowu his mansion keeps : 

Arcadia’s children deem 
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Their eyes have looked on Jove’s own form, ' 
When oft he summons cloud and storm, 

And seen his SBgis gleam. 

See yon yon towers m hoar decay, 

The relics and memorials grey 
Of old ancestral fame '* 

This Janjis, that kmg Saturn walled, 

And tlus Janiculnm was called, 

That bore Satuniia’s name ’ 

So talking on, at length they come 
To poor Evander’s lowly home 
There, where Carintr’s mansions shine. 
Whore spreads the Fomm, lowed the kine 
The palace reached, ‘ These gates,’ he cried, 

‘ Alcides entered m his pndo, 

This house the god conlamod 
Thou loo take courage, wealth dosjiise, 

And lit thee to ascend tho skies. 

Nor be a poor man’s courtesies 
Rejected or disdained ’ 

He spoke, and tliiMugb tlio narrow door 
Tho great .lEueas led. 

And heaped a couch ujain the floor 
With leaves and bear-skin spread 

Night falls, and earth and living things 
Are folded in her sable wings 
But Venus, with a mother’s dread 
At Latium’s wild alarm. 

To Vulcan on the golden bed 
Spoke, breathing on each word she said 
Sweet love’s enticing charm • 

‘ When Greece was labouring to destroy 
The £kted battlements of Troy, 

No arms from thee I cared to ask 
For Troy’s unhappy race, 
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Nor chose, dear love, in vain to task 
Thy labou'^ or thy grace, 

Though much to Priam’s sons I owed. 

And oft my tears of pity flowed 
For my Eneas’ case 
And MOW bis foot, by Jove’s command. 

Is planted on Rntuhan land 
Thus then behold me suppliant here, 

Low at those knees 1 most revere 
jlcliold a tcndci mother plead 
Anns are the boon, her son’s the need 
Not Miinly Nei-eus’ daughter pled 
Not vain the teais Anioia shed 
AVhnt nations, see, wlmt towns combine, 

To draw the sword ’gainst me and mine ’ 
She (eased, her snowy arms eiiwound 
Her faltering husband round and round 
The wonted fire at once ho feels 
Thiough all liis veins the passion steals, 

Swift as the lightning’s fiery glare 
Ituiis glimnieiing through the thunderous air 
Hik .spouse m conscious beauty smiled 
T(f see Ins heart by love beguiled 
Smil to the core witb lieavenlj fire 
In fondling tone returns the sire 
‘ Why stiay so far tliy pleas to seek P 
Has trust in Vulcan grown so weak ^ 

Had such, my queen, been tben tby bent, 
E’en then to Troy had arms been lent, 

Nor Joy’ nor Fate refused to give 
To Pi lam ton more years to hvc 
And now , if war be in the air 
And battle’s need tby present care, 

Wbnt molten gold or iron can 
With fiin to fuse and winds to fan, 
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All shall be thine • thy power confess, 

Nor seek by prayers to fexgn it less.’ 

He said, and to his bosom pressed 
His beauteous queen, and sank to rest 

The night had crowned the cope of heaven. 
And sleep’s first fading bloom had driven 
The slumber from men’s eyes , 

E’en at the hour when prudent wi&, 

Who day by day, to eke out hfe, 

Minerva’s distaff plies. 

Relumes her fire, o’erreacliing night, 

And tasks her maidens by its light. 

To keep her husband’s bed from stam 
And for tliwr babes a pittance gam , 

So, nor less swift, at labour’s claim 
Springs fi om his couch the Lord of flame 
Fast by .ffiolian Lipare 

And fair Sicania’s coast 
An island rises from the sea 

With smoking rocks embossed , 

Beneath, a cavern drear and vast. 

Hollowed by Cyclopean blast, 

Rings w ith unearthly sound , 

Bruised anvils clang tlicir thunder-peal. 

Hot hissing glows the Chalyb steel, 

And fiery vapour fierce and fast 
Pants up from underground , 

The centre this of Vulcan’s toil. 

And Vulcan’s name adorns the soil 
Here finds ho, as he m^kes descent. 

The Cyclops o’er their labour bent 
Brontes and Steropes are there. 

And gaunt Pyraemon, stripped and bare. 

The thunderbolt was m their hand. 

Which Jove sends down to scourge the laud ; 
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A part was barbed and formed to kiU, 

A part remained imperfect still 
Three rays they took of forky hail, 

Of watery cloud three rays, 

Three of <he winged southern galo, 

Throe of the ruddy blaze • 

Now wrath they mingle, swift to liarm, 

And glare, and noise, and lond alarm 
Elsewhere for Mars they plan the c.iv 
Wherewith he maddens into war 

Strong towns and speannen bold, 

And burnish I’allaa’ shu’t of mail, 

The ^gis, bright inth di agon’s scale 
And netti'il rings of gold 
The twihied serpent-locks they slmjio 
And Gorgon’s head, lopped at the nape 
Her dying eyes yet rolled 
‘ Away with these,’ he eiietl, ‘ away. 

My sons, and list what now I say 
A mighty chief of arms has need 
Now jirove your skill, your strength, your 
speed 

Begone, delay ' ' No further speech 
Each takes the part assigned to each, 

And plies the woik with zeal 
In streams the gold, the copper flows, 

And in the mighty furnace glows 
The dcath-inflicting steel 
A shield they plan, whose single guard 
May alUhe blows of Latmm ward, 

And fold on fold together bind, 

Seven circles round one centre twined 
Some make the wmdy bellow s heave. 

Now give forth air, and now receive . 

The copper hissca in the wave : 

The anvils press the groaning cave. 
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Witli measured cadence each and nil 
The giant hammers rise and fall 
The gnping pincers, deftly plied, 

Turn the rough oar from side to side 

While thus in distant caves the sire 
Bestirs the brethren of the fire, 

The gracious dawn, the vocal bird 
Beneath Ins eaves at daybreak heard 
Bid old Evauder rise 
A linen tunic he indues. 

And round liis feet TyiTheiiian shoes 
In rustic fashion ties : 

A sword lie l.isteus to his side. 

And weais foi scarf a panther’s hide 
Two watch-dogs from the palace-gate 
Come foilli, and on their master wait 
So, mindful ot his plighted woid, 
lie seeks his guest, the Trojan lord 
Aincas too «nh willing feet 
As early mo\cs his host to inct't 
Achates on his chief ntti nils 

Bcsiclc Evander walks his son 
Each, guest and host, lus Jiand extends 
They sit tliciii down and talk as friends, 
A\nicn thus the king begun 
‘ Groat cliK f of Troj, whoso safety shows 
That llnini still survives her foes. 

Albeit a inightj name be ours, 

Yet scanty arc our martial jKiw'crs , 

Here Tibei hounds us, there the din 
Of Rutule w arfai o hems us in 
Strong succour ue’ertheless I bring, 
Great nations, lich with many a king 
By cbancc they stand before our gate 
Yon join ns at the call of Fate 

T 
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Far hence Agjlla’a oiij stands, 

Bnilt, like onr own, by alien bands * 
There warlike Lydia’s ancient stock 
la planted on the Etmscan rock 
Long years of prosperous empire past, 
Mezentins took the throne at last, 

By arms compelled them to ob^. 

And governed with a tyrant’s sway. 
Why tell the blood the monster spilt. 
Each freak of madness or of guilt 
Nay — heaven return it on bis head * — 
He chained the living to the dead. 

Hand joined to hand and face to face 
Tn noisome pestilent embrace , 

So trickling down with foul decay 
They wove their lingering lives away. 
But weaned out with tyrannies 
In arms at length his people rise, 

Besiege his gates, his guards lay low. 
And tirebrands to his roof-tree throw 
He ’mid the tumult of the strife. 

So Fortune willed, escapes with life. 

To haughty Tumus’ kingdom flics, 

And hides him with his old allies 
Etmna glows with ngbteous ire 
All, sheathed in arms, his bead require. 
Now, gallant guest, this numerous band 
1 offer to your sole command 
Around the shore their vessels crowd 
And c^} for action, fierce and loud , 

An aged seer their speed restrains. 
Rehearsing things which Heaven ordoms 
“ Brave sons of brave Mteonian sires. 
Whom dork Mezentins’ rule inspires 
With wrath and righteous gnef. 
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No leader of Italian blood 
May head bo vast a mnltiinde : 

Choose ye a foreign chief.” 

Scared by Heaven’s voice, the Etruscan train 
Sits down in arms in yonder plain. 

An envoy, sent from Tarchon, brings 
The sceptre of Etrnna’s kings. 

And bids me jam the camp, and wear 
The crown, and be the kingdom’s heir. 

Bat envious age, for war too late, 

h'orbids Evander to be great 

My sun perchance the hust might lead. 

But, bom of Sabine mother’s seed, 

A half Italian he 
You, blest alike in age and race, 

Assume, brave prmco, the chieftain's place 
O’er Troy and Italy 
Nay more, my hope, my only joy, 

I give you too, my noble boy . 

Tho martial loro of service stern 
Beneath yuur conduct he shall loam. 

With reverence on your actions ga/ie, 

And tread your steps from earliest days 
Two hundred men, with each his steed, 

I send with him, Arcadia’s breed, 

And Fallas from his own good store 
Shall ftmiish forth two hundred more ’ 

E’en as he spoke, in thought profoxmd 
The chiefs of Troy perused the ground - 
Chill fears came thick, when loi from 
heaven 

A sudden sign, by Venns given. 

Swift runs athwart the sky’s clear field 
A thunder and a glare: 
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All Nature to her centre reeled, 

And cast and 'west through ether pealed 
The Tyrrhene trumpet’s blare 
They look yet once and once again 
Deep growls the thunder m his den ; 

And, armour veiled m cloud is seen 
High m the azure space serene 
To glimmer with a ruddy sheen 
And hurtle in the air 
The rest m wonder pause spell-bound 
Aiinuas hails the expected sound 
And owns his luothei ’s hand 
‘ Ask not,’ he cries, ‘ much hononre<l friend, 
What chsnce these piodigies poitend 
'T IS I the skies demand 
Tins sign to send my mother vowed, 

If VI ai was on the wing 
Horsulf to aid me through the cloud 
Vulcamaii arms ■would bnmr 
Alasl whut havoc soon shall sci/e 
Laucoutum's wix'tched families' 

What reckoning, Tumus, jours to paj' ' 

. What Iniidens shalt thou roll, 
rTehnets and shields and mangled clay 
Where dwclf a warrior’s soul, 

Hoar Tiber ' Call to arms, and break 
W It h treacherous case the letigues j-e make ' ’ 

He said, and from his throne ujileapt, 
-Vwakesithc altar-fares that slept, 

Anti pavs the rites of moining houis 
'Co Hercules and home-god povv ers 
The Trojans and Arciuiia’s king 
Ahke their chosen vietiius bring, 

Then, turning shoreward, he reviews 
His vessels, and arrays the crews 
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Of these the first in martial might 
He takes to follow him in fight : 

The rest drop down the stream, to bear 
Inlus tidings how they fare, 

His father and the cause 
Each has his steed of all the tram 
That marches to the Tuscan plain , 

A charger for the chief is led 
Witli tawny lion’s hide liespread 
That shines with glided claws 
h’ame to the little town relates 
The horse arc mamhing to the gates 
The matrons with redoubled zeal 
Hake vows to Heaven in wild appeal , 
Pear closer treads on danger’s heel, 

And largoi looms the fray , 

The tears roll down Evander’s face. 

Ho holds his chdd in strict euibraoo. 

And thus bearius to say 
‘ Ah f would but Jupiter rcsfoie 
The htiongtli T had in days of yore. 

When conejueror in Pneneste's holds 
1 filed a pile of foemen’s shields 
And hurried with my own right hand 
King Erulus to the darksome land 
Three lives inspired that monstrous frame 
When from Feronia’s womb he came . 
Three swords he wielded ’gainst the foe 
Three deaths it cost to lay him low 
Yet thnee this hand shed out his gore,* 
And thrice stripped off the arms he wore 
Ah ' never then should war’s alarms 
Dispart me from my darling’s arms, 

Nor had Mezentms done despite 
So foully to a neighbour’s right. 

Or made my widowed city feel 
The havoc of his ruthless steel 
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Yet 0 ye Gods, and O pp?eat Jove, 

Have pity on a father’s love 

And hear Bvander’s prayer • 

If ’t IB your purpose to restore 
My Pallas to my arms once more ; 

If living IS to see his face, 

Then grant me life, of your dear grace, 

No toil too hard to bear. 

Hut ah f if Porlnne be my foe. 

And meditate some crushing blow, 

Now, now the thread in mercy break, 
AVhile hope sees dim and cares mistake, 
While still I clasp thee, darlnig boy. 

My latest and my only joy. 

Nor let assurance, worse than fear. 

With cruel tidings wound my ear ’ 

Eis siieech grows faint, his limbs give way 
I liB slai es their master home convuj' 


Now through the open gates at last 
The mounted company bad passed : 
>Bnea8 aud Achates lead . 

The other lords of Troy succeed. 

Young Pallas m the midst is seen 
Wit h hroidered scarf and armour sheen : 
Like Lucifer, the day-spring’s star, 

To radiant Venns dearest far 
Of all the sons of light. 

When Lathed in ocean’s wave, he rears 
Ills Micrcd jireM»iiee 'mid the spheres. 
And dissipates the night 
The luatroDH on the rampart stand : 

Their straining eyes pursue 
The dusty cloud, the mail-clad band 
Yet glimmering on the view 
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Through thicket and entangled brake 
The nearest road the warnors take, 

And hark ! the war-cry’s sound ; 
The column forms, and horny feet 
Uecnrrently the champaign beat 

And shake the crumbhng ground 
A grove by Caire’s nver grows , 
Ancestral reverence round it throws 
A terror far and wide 
The shelving lulls around have made 
A girdle for the piue-wood shade. 

Set close on every side 
'T was there Pelasgiau tnbes, men say. 
Who dwelt in Latiiim’s clime of old. 
Kept good Silvanus’ holiday, 

The guardian god of held and fold 
Hard by encamped there held their post 
Brave Tarohon and his Tyrrhene liost. 
And from the lull-top might be seen 
Their legions stretching o’er the green 
The Tiojaus join them on Uie mead. 

And seek refreshment, man and steed. 


But careful Venus, heavenly fair, 

Had journeyed through the clouds of air. 
Her present m her hands 
Deep in the vale her son she spied 
Reposing by the river-side. 

And thus before him stands . 

‘ Lo, thus the Gods their word fulhl 
Behold the arms my husband’s skill 
Has &8hioned in a day ■ 

Fear not conclusions soon to try 
With Latium’s braggarts, but defy 
E’en Tnrnus to the fray.’ 
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Then to her son’s embrace she flew • 

The arnionr ’neath an oak in view 
She placed all dazzing bright 
He, glorying in the beauteous prize, 

From point to point quick darts his eyes 
With ever-new delight 
Now uondoring ’twixt his hands he turns 
The helm that like a meteor burn*'. 

The sword that rules the war. 

The breastplate shooting bloody rays, 

As dusky clouds in sunlight blaze, 

Hcfiilgent from afar. 

The jiohshed greaves of molten gold. 

The spear, the shield with fold on fold, 

A jirodigy of ai t nntold 

There, piescient of the years (o eomc, 

Italia's times, the wai"s of Rome, 

The fire's dark lord had wrought : 

I'-'en from Ascanius’ dawning days 
The generations he portrays. 

The fights 111 order fought. 

Thoi'c too the mother wolf he made 
In Mars’s cave supinely laid 
Ai ound her udders undismayed 
The gamesome infants hung. 

While she, her loose neck backwarf thrown, 
Caressed them fondly, one by one. 

And shaped them -with her tonofue. 

Hard by, the towers of Rome be drew 
And Sabine maids in public new 

Snatched 'mid the Circus games . 

So ’twist the fierce Romulcan brood 
And Tatius with his Cures rude 
A sudden war npflamos 
And now the kings, their conflict o’er, 

Stand np in arms Jove’s shrine before. 
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■From goblets pour tlio sacred wine. 

And make their peace o’er bleeding swine 
There too was Mettus’ body torn 
By four-horse cars asunder Iwriie ; 

Ah, well for thee, had promise sworn. 

False Alhan, held tliee true ' 

And Tullus dragged the tiaitor’s flesh 
Through wild and wood • the brims looked liesh 
With fejirinkled gory dew 
Porseiina tliere with pndo elate 
Bids Rome to Tarqiiiii o])c her gate 
With arms he hems the city in 
-i®neas’ sons stand him to win 

Their freedom with their blood 
Knragod and nieimciug his air, 

That Coeli'S dares tlic bridge to tear. 

And Clioha breaks her bonds, bolil fan, 

And swims across tlie flood 
Tliei’i" Manlius 011 Tarpeuan steep 
Stood firm, the Capitol to ko<‘j> 

The ancient jmhiee-i oof you saw 
Now bristling with liomiileaii straw 
A silver goose in gilded walls 
With flapping wings annonneed the Gauls , 
And through the wood the invailers crejit. 

And ohmbed the lieight wluie others slept 
Golden their hair on head and clini 
Gold collars dock their milk-white t-kin • 

Short cloaks with eolonrs checked 
Shine on their liaeks two spears pack wields 
Uf Alpine make and oblong shields 
Their brawny limbs protect 
Lnperci here of raiment stripped 
And dancing Salii move. 

And flamens with their caps wool-tipped. 

And shields that fell from Jove , 
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And high-born dames parade the streeta 
In pensile cars with cushioned seats. 

Far off he sets the gates of Dis, 

And Tartarus ’ terrible abyss, 

And dooms to guilt assigned - 
There Catiline on frowning steep 
Hangs poised above the infernal deep 
With Fnrj-foims behind 
And nghteons souls apart he draws, 

With Cato there to give them laws 
'Twixt thc.so 111 wavy outline rolled 
The swelling ocean, all of gold. 

Though hoary showed the spray- 
day dolphins, sheathed in silver scales, 
Lash up the water with their tails. 

And ’mid the surges play 
There in the midmost meet the sight 
The ciiibattled fleets, the Actiaii fight ■ 
Leueato flames with warlike show. 

And golden-red the billows glow 
lloio Ciesar, leading from their homo 
The fathers, people, gods of Rome, 

• Stands on the lofty- stern , 

The constellation of his sire 
Ilenins e’er his head, and tongues of fire 
About bis temples bum, 

With favouring Gods and winds to speed 
Agnppa forms his hoe . 

The golden beaks, war’s proudest meed, 
Hig); ou Ins forebend shine 
There with barbaric troops increased, 
Antonins, inim the vanquished East, 

And distant Red sea-side, 

To battle drags the Bactnan bands 
And Egypt , and behind him stands 
(Foul shame ') the Egyptian bride. 
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Each from his moorings, on they ]>oar, 

And three-toothed beak and back-drawn oar 
Plough up in foam the marble floor 
'V^^u saw had deemed that Cyclads, tom 
From their firm roots, were on wal'd home 
Colhdiug on the surge, 

That hills with hills in conflict meet 
The mighty chiefs then tower-armed fleet 
With such propulsion urge 
With hand 01 enginery they throw 
Live darts ablaze w itb fiery towr 
The sea-god’s vcidaiit fields look led, 
lucuniadiued witli Itea^is of dead 
iiei native timbrel in hei hand, 

The queen to battle calls her fiitid. 

Infatuate ' — nor perceives as yet 
Two snakes behind with fangs a-whet 
Aiiubis and each monster stmuge 
That Egy jit’s land reveres 
’Guuist Neiitiiiif, Venus, Pallas range, 

And shake then uneonth spears 
There w heri' I hey battle, host and host, 
llavus grisly i\Ia», in steel embossed . 

The furies fniwii on high , 

Witli mantle rent glad Discoid walks, 
Bellona fierce lielimd her stalks, 

Hei scourge of crimson d^c 
Then Actiau Plnebus bonds bis bow • 

Scared by that terror, flies tbe foe, 

Aiabia, Egypt, Ind. 

The haughty dame in wdd defeat 
Is shaking out her loosened slieet, 

And standing to the wind 
She, wanning o’er with death foreseen, 
Through corpses flies, devoted qneeu, 

By wave and Zephyr sped 
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While mighty NUe, through all his frame 
Deep shuddering for his people’s shame, 

His ample vesture opened wide, 

Invites the vanquished host to hide 
Within his azure hed 
CsBsar, of triple triumph proud. 

Pays io Rome’s gods the gift he vowed, 
Thiee hundred fanes of stone, 

The live streets ring with shouts and games 
Each shrine is thronged by grateful dames, 
Kaeh floor with victims strown 
Himself, blight Phoibus’ gate before. 

At leisure tells the offerings o’er. 

And f.istens on the goi^eons door 
The first-fruits of the prey 
Tlieie marfih the cajitives, all and each. 

In garb as diverse as in speech, 

A multiform army 

The houseless Nomad there is shown, 

And Afiic tribes that wear no zone, 

And Monni, extreme of men, 

And Dahm, masterless till then 
Itcliinians too, with bended bows. 

And Leli'ges, and Canan foes 
Eiiiihinles droops his head, and flows 
With less of billowy pndo 
( (Id Rhine exU-nds his branching horns. 

And passion-ehated Araxes scorns 
The bridge tliat spans his tide 
Snell leijmds traced on Vulcan’s shield 
'I'lie wondering chief surveys 
On truth in symbol half revealed 
He feasts his hungry gaze, 

And high upon his shoulders rears 
The fame and fates of unborn years. 
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Whij.E elMPwhcrf thus tho war proceeds, 
Sdtuinian Juno swiftly sjiceds 
Her Ins from above 
To valiant Turnus Turn ns then 
Was sittiiiff m a hallowed Rlen, 

His sire Pilnmnus’ grove 
And thus tlie child of Tlianmas speaks 
Heaven's beauty Hushing m her cbixiks 
‘ Tmiius, what never god would dare 
To pronnse to hm Hnp])li,uit'H jirayei', 

Lo here, the lapse of time has brought 
E’en to your hands, unasked, unsouglil 
Hiiicas eanip and fleet forsakes 
And journey to Evander takes, 

Nor tlins content. Ins way has foiiml 
To far Cortona’s utmost bound, 

'I'lio Lytliaii people calls to arms, 

And musters all the rustic swarms 
Why longer wait ? the moment flies 
Call horse and car the ramp sni pnsc^’ 

E on as she spoke, her wings she spi ead. 
And skyward on her rainbow fled. 

The ardent youth the goddess knew 
His hands to heaven he rears. 

And thus pursues her, as from view 
Aloft she disappears * 



286 


THE MHEID. 


‘ Fair Iris, glory of the sky, 

Who sent thee hitiier from on high ? 

What means this sndden light ? 

I see the heavens dispart in twain. 

And round the pole the starry train 
Is swimming m ray sight 
Enough I follow this thy sign. 

Whoe’er thou art, O power divine ' ’ 

So ajicaking, to the wave he hied. 

Scooped in his palms the brimming tide. 

In suppliance to the immortal bows. 

And burdens heaven with uttered vows 

And now the host is on the plain. 

With steeds, and gold, and broidered gram ■ 
Messapiis the front rank arrays 
The hinder Tyrrhens’ sons obeys 
The midmost are by Tumns led 
So rising in serene repose 

Groat Ganges rears his seven-fold head 
So Nile from off the champion flows 
And sinks into his bed 
Troy’s sons look forth, and see revealed 
Black dnst-clouds moving o’er the field ■ 

And first from off the fronting mole 
Aloud Caieus calls • 

‘ Wliat murky clouds are these that roll ? 

Fetch weapons, man the walls ' 

See there, the foe ' ’ And one and all 
Pour through the gates and fill the wall 
For such Eneas’ last command. 

What time he stood to go, 

Shonld chance meanwhile snrpnse his band. 
To wage no conflict hand to hand. 

But safe behind the rampart stand, 

And thence direct the blow. 
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Ro now, though shame and scornful rage, 
Quick blending, prompt them to engage. 
They act his bidding, close the gate. 

And armed, in sheltering towers await 
The coming of the foe 
Tnmus with twice ten chosen horse 
Outstrips his column’s tardy course, 

And nears them unforeseen 
A Thracian steed he ndes, whitc-flcckcd. 
With auburn crest his helm is docked. 
Itself of golden sheen 
And ‘ Gallants, who with me will dare 
The first assault P’ he cnes ‘ look there ' 
Then sends his javelin through the air 
(This the first drop of war’s red ram). 
And tower. like bears him o’er the plam 
Clamorous and eager to attack. 

His comrades follow at his back , 

The Touenan heoi'ts, they deem, arc slock, 
Their valour laid asleep 
They dare not trust the level space 
Or fight as men do, face to face. 

But still the encampment keep 
So round and round the camp he wheels 
Enraged, and for an entrance fee’s 
Like wolf, who, ranging round the fold. 
Whines at the gate, in ram and cold. 

At midnight’s season still 
Safe ’neath their dams the lambkins bleat 
He rages in infuriate heat 
At those he cannot kill. 

With hunger’s gathered flame nnslaked 
And bloodless jaws to dryness baked. 
Thus while he wall and camp surveys. 
The fire of wrath begins to blaze, 

Grief bums in every vein : 
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Wliat way may access best be found 
To dash the Trojans &om their mound 
And fling them on the plain P 
The fleet that lay upon their flank, 

Deep shored within the river-bank, 

He first assads, and calls aloud 
Por torches to the evulting crowd. 

And with a flaming pine-tree brand, 
nimself on flame, supphes his hand 
Then, then, by Tumua’ presence spnircd, 
Tlicy ]ily the work, and at the word 
Eacli waves a torch on hre 
The lieartliR are strippeil, and pitchy glare 
And soot and vapour tliiough the nir 
111 flaky wreaths aspiie 

Whnt Ood, ye Muses, stiiyid the flits. 
And h.iveil the barks from tide so due 
ileelare the tale long since w'lus told. 

Hut fame is green, though faith be old, 
Wlieii hint ,tEncah on the height 
Of Ida Iniilt his ships lor flight, 

.The Herccyntine queen, ’t is said, 

Her suit bet'oie tho Thundei’er phsl 
‘ My son, tlij inotlioi’s piajer accord, 
Throned hj her help Olympus' lord 
On Ida’s Hanuiut once was mine, 

Loted tliitingh long jears, a grove of pine. 
Where worslnppera their homage jiaid. 
With pitch-tiees daik and maple shade- 
These to the Dai dan chief J gave 
^Vheu ships he sought to cross the w ave , 

1 gave, anil m the gift was glad 
Hut now then- future makes me sad 
lli'lease me fioin my fears concede 
Tlie object of a parent's need ; 
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Grant that thoir texture ne’er may fail 
From voyaj^e lonff or stormy palo 
Snch vantage let my favourites reap 
From birth on our Idtean steep ’ 

Her son, the Mighty One, replies, 

Who rolls the orbits of the skies 
‘ O mother ' wherefore strive in vain 
The course of destiny to stmin P 
Shall vessels made by mortal hand 
The immortals’ privilege command ** 

Shall man ride safe in danger’s hour 
Claimed ever Ood so vast a power 
Nay i-ather, wlieii, tlieir service o’er, 

They reach at length the Aiisonian shot e 
What bhi]is, escaping wind and wave. 

In Iiatium land the Dnrdan brave, 

Shall change their mortal shape for ours 
And swim the main as sea-god powers, 

As Galate and Doto sweep 

O’er the bioad surface of the deep ’ 

He said, and called to seal liis vow 
His Stygian brother’s lake, 

The banks where pitch and sand and mud 
Together mix their murky flood. 

And with the bending of his brow 
Made all Olympus shake 


And now the promised time was come. 
The fated years had filled their sum, • 
When Tumus’ wrong reminds the dame 
To shield her sacred ships from flame. 

A sudden light strikes blind their eyes . 
A cloud runs westward o’er the skies, 
And Ida’s choirs appear : 

u 
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An aTffiil voice throngli ether thnlls, 

The ranks of either army fills, 

And deafens every ear 
‘ Forhear your weapons to employ 
To guard my ships, ye sons of Troy ■ 

Know, Tumus’ fire shall burn the seas 
Or ere it touch my sacred trees 
(to free, my favourites loose your bands 
J3e 0cean-n}TUj>h8 your queen commands ’ 
At once they hurst their cords and dij), 

Like dolphins, each with braswi tip 
Down plunging ’neatli the flood , 

Then all in maiden forms emerge, 

Kwiin out to sea and breast the surge. 

As muni as on the rii'cr’s \erge 
Had erst m order stood 

In wonder ga/e th(> Hiifiile crowd 
ilessapus’ lahaiit self is cowed 
His horses start and leiij) 

The rivei falters sounding horn se, 
t)ld 'Piber, and retracks Ins course, 

- Nor hnmes to the deep 
Yet Tuvuns still is undismayed. 

Still prompt to cheer or to upbraid 
• At Troy, at Troj these poilcnts aim 
See. Joic has ta’en dW.iy 
The means of flight, her wonted game 
For Kutulc sword and Iliitiile flame 
Hciynttvy will not stay 
No path foi her across the sea 
She has no liujie to scape us, she 
One half her world is gone 
Ourselves are masters of the land , 

Suoh multitudes beside us staud, 

Italians eveiy one. 
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The^ scare not me, those words of heaven, 
The voice of Fate from temples given, 
Which Phrygia’s exiles boast 
Venus and Fate have reaped their due 
In bringing safe the wandenng crow 
To our Ausouian coast 
I too have had iny fate assigned, 

To sweep the inisci'eants fi 0111 mankind 
Who rob me of luy H])OURt) 

Not onlj- Atreus’ sons tan feel, 

Nor Grocc-e alone can dniw the steel 
For breach of inamagc vows 
Yet once to sutler may snflico 
W^bnt ailed them then to ti'espass twice P 
One taste of ennic should leai 0 behind 
A loathing for the female kind 
Behold, their <ontideiicc tliej ground 
On balking tieneli and mediate moiiud, 
Eoiiiove from death a span > 

And saw they not sink down 111 flame 
Their Ilium’s walls, uHioit the fianio 
Ot poll ers more strong than man P 
But 3 ou, 1113’ waiTiors, who will dare 
Hush on with me, the fincc down-ve.ir, 

The trembling camp invade '' 

No Vulcan’s (irniH, no thousand sad 
’Gainst Troy mo iieedtxl to preiail 
Nay, let Ktruria weight the scale 
And lend them all lier aid 
Palladium ravished from the tower, • 

Its warders stabbed at midnight’s hoar. 
Such feats they need not fear 
We will not skulk in horse’s womb 
Our fires shall wrap their walls with doom 
In da3'l]ght biood and clear 

i 2 
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Trust me, they shall not think to say 
They deal with Danaans weak as they, 
Whom Hector's prowess kept at bay 
E’en to the tenth long year. 

And now, since day’s best hours are spent, 
Let deeds well done your hearts content. 
Recruit your weary frames, and know 
Tiic mom shall sec ns strike the blow.’ 

Meanwhile Messapus has to set 
About the gates a living net. 

And kindle fin's around 
Twice seven Rutuliap chiefs he calls 
Armed watch to keep beside the walls • 

A bundled youths each chief obey 
Then helmets shoot a golden ray. 

With crests of purple crowned 
They shift their jiosis, relieve the guard 
Then stretch them on the grassy sward. 

To llacchiis open all their soul. 

And tilt full oil' the brazen bowl 
Tlironghout the night the watch-fires flame, 
'And all is rcv'cl, noise, and gome 
Eortli look the Trojans from their mound : 
They see the leaguer stretching round, 

And keep the rampart manned. 

In anxious fear the gates inspect. 

With bridges wall and tower connect, 

And muster, spear in hand 
Bold Mitcstheus and Serestus brave, 

To whose tried hands .lEneas gave. 

Should anght arise of sterner need, 

To mlc the state, the battle lead. 

Press on, now here, now there • 

Along the walls the gathered host 
Keep tireless watch from post to post, 

Each taking danger’s share 
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Nisns was guardian of the gate, 

No bolder heart in war's debate, 

The son of Hyrtacus, whom Ide 
Sent, with hiB quiver at his side. 

From hunting boasts in mountain brake 
To follow in Eneas’ wake : 

With him Euryalus, fair boy ; 

None fairer donned the arms of Troy ; 

His tender cheek as yet nnshorn 
And blossoming with youth new-born. 

Love mode them one in every thought • 

In battle side by sido they fouglit , 

And now on duty at the gate 
The twain in common station wait. 

‘ Can it he Heaven,’ said Nisns then, 

‘ That lends such warmth to hearts of men, 
Or ])assion surging past control 
That plays the god to each one’s sonl 
Long time, impatient of rejiose, 

Aly swelling heart 'within mo glows, 

And yeaiTis its cnergj to fling 
On war, or some yet grander thing 
See there the fop, with vam hope flushed ’ 
Their lights are scant, their stationi hushed : 
Unnerved by slumber and by -vs me 
Their bravest chiefs are stretched supine 
Now to my doubting thought give heed 
And listen where its motions load 
Our Trojan comrades, one and all. 

Cry loud, .lEneas to recall. 

And where, they say, the men to go 
And let him of our peril know ? 

Now, if the meed I ask they swear 
To give you — nay, I claim no share. 

Content with bare renown — 



,294 


THE JENEID. 


Heseems, beside yon grassy heap 
The way I well might find and keep 
To Pallantenm’s town.’ 

The youth returns, while thirst of praise 
Infects him with a strange amaze . 

‘ Con Nisus aim at heights so great, 

Nor take his friend to share his fate ? 

Shall I look on, and let yon go 
Alone to venture ’mid the foe P 
Not thus my sire Ophcltos, versed 
In war’s rude toil, my childhood nursed. 
When Argive terror filled the air 
And Troy was battling with despair : 

Nor hucii the lot my youth has tned. 

In hardship over at your side. 

Since, great .dilneas’ liegeman sworn, 

I followed Fortune to her bourne 
Hen*, here within this bosom burns 
A soul that mere existence spurns, 

And holds thu fame you seek to reap, 
Though bought with life, were bought full 
cheap ’ 

‘ Not mine the thought,’ brave Nisns said, 
‘ To wound you with so base a dread . 

So may groat Jove, or whosoe’er 
Marks with just eyes how mortals fare. 
Protect me going, and restore 
In tnumpli to your arms once more 
But if— fiir many a cliancc, yon wis. 

Besets an enterprise like this — 

If accident or power dmne 
The scheme to adverse end incline, 

Your life at least I would prolong ; 

Death does your years a deeper wrong. 
Leave me a Mend to tomb my clay, 

Ttesoued or ransomed, which you may ; 
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Or, e’en that boon shouM chance refuse. 

To pay the absent funeral dues, 

Kor let me cause so dire a smart 
To that devoted mother’s heart, 

Who, sole of all the matron train, 

Attends her darling o’er the main. 

Nor 081*03 like others to sit down 
An inmate of Acestes’ town.’ 

He answers brief ‘ Your pleas are naught 
Film stands the purpose of my thought 
Come, stir we why so slow ? ’ 

Then culls the guards to take their place, 
Moves on by Nisus, pace with pace, 

And to the jirmcc they go. 


All other cieatnrcB wheresoe’er 
Were stretched in sleep, forgetting care • 
Troy’s chosen chiefs in high debate 
Were fwndertKg o'er the reeling etuie, 

What means to try, or whom to speed 
To warn .i^lncas of their need 
There stand they, midway m the field, 

Still hold the sjiear, still grasp the shield 
When Nisus and Ins comrade brave 
With eager tones admittance crave , 

The matter high , though time be lost. 

The occasion well were worth the cost, 
lulus hails the impatient pair, 

Bids Nisus what they wish declare. ^ 

Then spoke the youth ■ * Chiefs < lend your ears, 
Nor judge our proffer by our years. 

The Bntules, sunk in wine and sleep. 

Have ceased their former watch to keep : 

A stealthy passage have we spied 
Where on the sea the gate opes wide ; 
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The line of fires is scant and broke, 

And thick and murkjr rolls the smoke. 

Give leave to seek, in those dark hours, 
.^ncas at Evander’s towers. 

Soon will yon see ns here again 
Decked with the spoUs of slaughtered men 
Nor strange the road • ourselves have seen 
The city, hid by valleys green, 

Just dimly dawning, and explored 
In hunting all the nver-board ’ 

Ont spoke Aletes, old and grey 
' Yo gods, who still are Ilium’s stay, 

TTo, no, j u mean not tc» destroy 
Down to tliu ground the race of Troy, 

When such the spint of her youth. 

And such the might of patriot truth ’ 

Then, as the tenra roll down his face. 

He clasps them Ixith in strict embrace • 

* Bravo warriors * what reward so groat, 

Kor worth like yours to compensate P 
From Heaven and from your own true heart 
Expect the largest, fairest part : 

The rest, and at no distant day. 

The good .^neas shall repay, 

Nor he, tlio royal youth, forget 
Through all his life the mighty debt ’ 

‘ Nay, liear mo too,’ Ascamns cned, 

‘ Whose life is with my father’s tied : 

O Nisus ! by the home^god powers 
We joinily reverenoc, yours and ours. 

The god of ancient Capys’ line, 

And Vesta's venerable shrine. 

By these dread sanctions I appeal 
To yon, the masters of my weal ; 

O bring me back my sire again ! 

Kestore him, and 1 feel no pain. 
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Two mafi^ goblets will I give ; 

Blch scttlptares on tbe silver live ; 

The plunder of my sire, 

What tame he took Ansba’s hold ; 

Two chargers, talents twain of gold, 

A bowl beside of antique mould 
By Dido brought &om Tyre. 

Then too, if ours the lot to reign 
Or Italy, by conquest ta’en. 

And each man’s spoil assign, — 

Saw ye how Tumua rode yestreen. 

His horse and arms of golden sheen f 
That horse, that shield and glowing crest 
I separate, Hisus, from the rest 
And count already thine. 

Twelve female slaves, at your desire, 

Twelve captives with their arms entire. 

My hire shall give you, and the plain 
That forms Latmus’ own domain 
But you, dear youth, of worth divine, 

Whose blooming years are nearer mine. 

Here to niy heart I take, and choose 
My comrade for whote’er ensues 
Ho glory will I e’er pursue, 

TJnmotived by the thought of you . 

Let peace or war my state befall. 

Thought, word, and deed, you share them all ’ 
The youth replied ‘ No after day 
This hour’s fair promise shall betray. 

Be Fate but kmd Yet let me claim* 

One favour, more than all you name - 
A mother in the camp is mme, 

Derived from Priam’s ancient line : 

No home in Sicily or Troy 

Has kept her irom her darling boy. 
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She knows not, she, the paths I tread ; 

1 leave her now, no farewell said ; 

By Night and this your hand I swear, 

A parent’s tears I conld not bear. 

Vouchsafe your pity, and engage 
To solace her unchilded age . 

And 1 shall meet whate’er betide 
By such asHurunue fortified.’ 

With H) iiipatliy and tender gnef 
All melt in tears, lulus chief. 

As filial love in other shown 
Ri'ciiIIimI the semblance of his own • 

And, ‘ Tell your doubting heart,’ he cries, 

‘ All blc sHiugs wait your high emprise 
1 take your mother for my own, 

Crensn, save m name alone. 

Nor lightly deem tlie nffection duo 
To her who bore a child like yon. 

Come what cuiiio may, I plight iny troth 
By this luy head, uiy father’s oath, 

Tiiu bounty to yourself decreed 

Should liivourmg Gods your yourney speed, 

The same sliall 111 your line endure, 

To paieiif and to kin made sure ’ 
lie spoke, and weeping still, untied 
A glided falchion from his side, 

Lyeaou’s work, the mon of Crete, 

With sheath of ivory complete : 

Bravo Muc.stlieu8 gives tor Nuns’ wear 
A lion’s ^ulc with shaggy hair , 

Aletes, old m danger grown. 

His helmet takes, and gives his own 
Then to the gates, as forth they fare. 

The baud of chiefs with many a prayer 
'Pile gallant twam attends . 
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lulus, manlier than his years, 

Oft whispering, for his father’s ears 
Full many a message sends . 

But be it message, be it prayer. 

Alike ’tis lost, dispersed m air 

The trenches past, through night’s deep gloom 
The hostile camp they near 
Yet many a foe shall meet his doom 
Or ere that hour appear. 

There see they bodies stretched supine, 
O’ercome with slumber and with wine , 

The cars, unhorsed, are drawn up high ; 

'Twixt wheels uud harness wairiors lie, 

With arms and goblets on the grass 
In uudistmguishahle mass 
‘ Now,’ Nisus cries, ‘ for hearts and hands : 
This, this the hour our force demands. 

Hero pass wo yours the leai to mind, 

Lost hostile ai-m lie lawed behind , 

Myself will go befoixj and slay, 

While carnage opes a bioad highway.’ 

So whispers ho with bated breath, 

And straight begins the work of death 
On Khamnes, haughty lord 
On rugs he lay, in gorgeous heap, 

From all lus bosom breathing sleep, 

A royal seer, by Tumus loved 
But all too weak his seer-craft proved 
To stay the rushing sword. ^ 

Three servants next the weapon found 
Stretched ’mid their armour on the ground : 
Then Biumus’ chanoteer he spies 
Beneath the coursers as he lies, 

And lops his downdropt bead : 

The ill-starred master next he leaves, 

A headless trunk that gaspis and heaves 
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Forth sponta the hlood from every vein, 
And dclngea with crimaon rain 

Green earth and broidered bed 
Then Lamyrua and Lamna died, 

Serranua too, in youth’s fair pride • 

That night had seen him long at play : 
Now by the dream-god tamed ho lay • 

Ah ' had his play bnt matched the night. 
Nor ended till the dawn of light ' 

So famished lion uncontrolled 
Makes havoc through the teeming fold. 

As frantic hunger craves , 

Mangling and harrying far and near 
The meek imld victims, mute with fear. 
With gory jaws he raves. 

Nor loss Burj alns performs 
The thirst of blood his bosom warms , 
'Mid namolcRs multitudes ho storms, 
Herliesiis, Fadus, Abaris kills 
Slum boring and witless of their ills, 

Wlule Rhoetus wakes and sees the whole. 
But hides behind a massy bowl 
There, ns to rise the trembler strove. 

Deep 111 his breast tlie sword he drove. 
And bathed m death withdrew 
The lips disgorge the life’s icd flood, 

A imngled stream of wme and blood 
He plies his blade anew 
Now turns he to Messapus’ band, 
Foutliero the fires he sees 
Burnt out, while coursers hard at hand 
Are browsing at their ease. 

When Nisus marks the excess of zeal. 
The maddening fever of the steel. 

And checks him thus with lirief appeal ; 

‘ Forbear we now ; ’t will soon be day : 
Our wrath is slaked, and hewn onr way.* 
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Fall many a spoil they leave behind 
Of solid silver thrice refined, 

Armour and bowls of costliest mould 
And rags in rich oonfosion rolled. 

A belt Enryalns puts on 

With golden knobs, &om Bhamnes won . 

Of old by Caedicus ’t was sent. 

An absent {riendslup to cement. 

To Bemulas, fair Tiber’s lord. 

Who, dying, to his grandson left 
The shinmg prise the Katule sword 
In after days the trophy reft. 

Athwart his manly chest m vain 
He binds these trappings of the slain , 

Then ’neatli his chin in tnamph laced 
Mossapus’ helm with plnmage graced 
The camp at length they leave belaud. 

And round the lake securely wind. 

Meanwhile a troop is on its way. 

From Latiuni’s city sped. 

An offshoot from the host that lay 
Along the plain in eloso array. 

Three hundred horsemen, sent to bnng 
A message liack to Turnns king. 

With Volscens at their head 
Now to the camp they draw them nigh, 
Beneath the rampart’s height. 

When from afar the twain they spy. 

Still steering from the right ; • 

The helmit through the glimmering shade 
At once the unwaiy boy betrayed. 

Seen in the moon’s full light 
Not lost the sight on jealous eyes : 

‘ Ho ' stand > who are ye P’ Volscens cries ; 

‘ Whence come, or whither tend P ’ 
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No roovement dcig^ they of reply, 

But swifter to the forest fly, 

And make the night their friend. 

With fatal speed the monntain foes 
Each avenue as with network close, 

And every outlet bar 
It was a forest bristling grim 
With shade of ilex, dense and dim- 
Thick hi ushwood all the ground o’ergrew • 
The tangled wa3’s a path ran through. 

Faint glimmciing like a st.ar. 

The darkling boughs, the cumbering prey 
Euryalus’s flight delay • 

His courage fails. Ins footsteps stray 
But Nisus onward flees. 

No thought ho takes, till now at last 
The enemy is all o’orpast, 

B en at the gi-ove, since Alban called 
Wheie then Latinus’ herds were stalled 
Sudden he pauses, looks liehiiid 
In eager hope his fnend to find 
In vain , no fnend he sees 
‘ Eiiryalus, mj- chiefeat care, 

Where h-ft I 3 on, unhappy f where P 
What clue nm3- gnulc my erring tread 
This leafy labyimth back to thread 
Then, noting each rememhered track. 

He thnds the wood, dim-spcn and black 
Listiumig, lie hears the horso-lioofs beat. 

Tile olaWer of pm suing fi ct 
A little moment — shouts arise 
And lo ' Fury nlns he spies, 

Whom now the foeman s gathered throng 
Is hnrri'ing lielples^ly along, 

While vain resistance be essa3S, 

Trapped by flalse night and treacherous ways. 
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What shonld he do P what force employ 
To rescae the beloved boy ? 

Plunge through the spears that lino the wood, 
And death and glory win with blood ^ 

Not unresolved, he poises soon 
A javelin, looking to the Moon • 

‘ Grant, Goddess, grant thy present aid. 

Queen of the stars, Latouian maid. 

The greenwood’s guardian power , 

If, grateful for success of mine, 

With gifts my sire has graced thy sliriuc, 

If e’er myself have brought thee spoil. 

The tribute of my hunter’s toil. 

To ornament thy roof divine, 

Or glitter on thy tower. 

These masses give mo to confound, 

And guide through air my random wound.’ 
He spoke, and hurled with ell his might, 

The swift spear hui ties through the night 
Stout Sulnio’s liack the stroke receives ■ 

The wood, though snapped, the midrifl’ cleaves 
He falls, disgorging life’s warm tide. 

And long-drawn sobs distend his side 
All gazed around another spe^ar 
The avenger levels from his car. 

And launches on the sky 
Tagnshes pierced through templos twain, 

The dart deep bnned in bis brain 
Fierce Volscens storms, yet finds no foe. 

Nor sees the hand that dealt the blow,* 

Nor knows on whom to fly 
* Tonr heart’s warm blood for both shall pay,’ 
He ones, and on his heanteous prey 
With naked sword he sprang. 

Scared, maddened, Nisus shnoks aloud : 

No more he hides in night’s dark shrond, 

Nor bears the o’erwbehmng pang : 
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‘Me, guilty me, make me your aim, 

0 Bntnles ! mine is all the blame ; 

He did no Tmong, nor e’er could do , 

That sky, thoae stars attest ’t is true ; 
Love for his friend so freely shown, 

This was his crime, and this alone.’ 

In vain he spoke the sword fierce driven 
That alabaster breast had nven. 

Down falls Euryalus, and hes 
In death’s enthralling agonies ■ 

Blood trickles o’er his limbs of snow , 

‘ His head sinks gradually low ; ’ 

Thus, severed by the ruthless plough, 

Dim fades a purple flower 
Their weary necks so poppies bow, 
O’crladcn by the shower. 

But Nms on the midmost flies, 

With Volscens, Volsoens in his eyes 
In clouds tho wamors round him nse, 
Tliick hailing blow on blow . 

Yet on ho bears, no stmt, no stay; 

Like thunderbolt his falchion’ sway 
'Till as for aid the Butule shrieks 
Plunged in his throat the weapon reeks : 
The dying hand has reft away 
The hfoblood of its foe 
Then, pierced to death, asleep he fell 
On the dead breast he loved so well. 

Blest pair ! if aught my verse avail. 

No day shall make your memory fail 
From off the heart of time. 

While Capitol abides in place. 

The mansion of the .^neian race. 

And throned upon that moveless base 
Borne’s &ther sits sublime. 
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With conquest ciowned, of trophies prond, 
The Rntnle warriors, weeping loud, 

Slain Yolscens campward bring ; 

Nor fewer tears m camp are shed 
For Bhanmes and Serranus dead, 

By one fell stroke their noblest sped 
To darkness, chief and king. 

Crowds gather to the spot, where ho 
The bodies, dead or soon to die. 

And see the place afloat with blood 
And frothing gore in many a flixid. 

From hand to hand they pass the spoil 
Messapus’ helm they know. 

And trappings gay, with deadly toil 
BecoTorcd from the foe 

Now, riamg from Tithonas’ bed. 

The Dawn o’er earth her radiance spread 
When all is flooded by the ray, 

And nature lies exposed to day. 

Bold Tnmns, armed from head to heel. 

Inflames the warriors’ martial zeal 
Each to his followers makes appeal. 

And goads thorn to engage - 
Moreover, fixed on hfted spears, 

(Where in that hour were hnman tears P) 

Two gory heads they thrust to view, 

Ettiyalns’ and Niaus’ too. 

With cries of hate amd rage 
Troy’s iron sons array their fight • 

On the left rampart — ^for the right 
Adjoins the river shore . — 

Above their breadth of moat they stood 
In lofty turrets, sad of mood : 

And horror on their spirit fell 
To see those heads thqr knew so well 
Dripping with loathly gore. 

X 
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Through the pale lanka ran -winged Fame, 
And Bwildy to the mother came 
Of loat Enryalua : the atart 
Sent icy chillneaa to her heart : 

The thread waa on the ahuttle atopped, 

And from her hand the apindle dropped. 

She renda her hair ; ahe ahrieka aloud. 

And to the rampart and the crowd 
In wild distraction diea : 

No more the face of men ahe feara, 

The winged deatha, the ahowering apears, 
But filla the air -with criea : 

‘ Euryahia ' returned, and thna ? 

And could you leave me lone. 

Mine age'a atay, in life’a late day ? 

0 what a heart of atone ! 

Thia penloua adventure aeek, 

Nor farewell to your mother apeak ^ 

And you arc lying, lying thrown 
To doga and birda, ’neath akiea unknown 
And ] , your mother, might not oloae 
Tour glassy eyes, your hmba compose, 

Nor wash the jfore away, 

Nor robe you in that mantle feir. 

Which, solacing on old -wife’s care, 

I hastened for my darlii^’a wear. 

Still spinning night and day * 

Where shall I eeck youP how reclaim 
Those headless hmba, that mangled frame ^ 
This all E and waa it this, ah me, 

I followed over land and aea P 
O slay me, Butulea 1 if ye know 
A mother's love, on me bestow 
The tempest of your spears 1 
Or thou, great Thunderer, pity take. 

And whelm me ’neath the Stygian lake. 
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Since otherwise I may not break 
This life of bitter tears I ' 

That wail the hearts of Troy congealed , 
From rank to rank the infection ran; 
Each sickens of the battle-field, 

And feels no longer man. 

Still raves the miserable dame, 

Still higher piles griePs frantio fiame 
Inins, shedding tears like rain, 

And old Ilionens call their tram, 

And Actor and Idasus come 

And bear her from the rampart homo. 

Now shrills the tmmp its dire alarms 
At once the warriors cry to arms : 

Heaven thunders back the note. 

The Volsoian host a penthouse form. 

And strive the palisade to storm 
And choko the gaping moat : 

Some tiy the approach, and ladders plant 
Where most the battle-hne looks scant. 
And tho dark nug that crowns the wall 
Presents a ghmmenng interval. 

With equal zeal the sons of Troy 
Stout poles and missile darts employ. 
Taught by experience long and hard 
How best a leagnered wall to guard. 
Stones too with cruel weight they throw 
In hope to break the shielded foe : 

O, vainly sure all storms that blow 
Will rattle on that roof I 
See, see, at length it yields, it yields ! 
Where threats the densest mass of shields 
A block the Trojans topple o’er : 

Down on the Butnle host it bore. 

Dashed wide their ranks behind, before. 
And burst their fence of proof. 
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Cowed by the shock, the Batnles bold 
No more engage in fight blindfold, 

Bat with a missde tempest strive 
The foeman from his wall to drive. 
Elsewhere Mezentius, grim to see, 

Wields Tnscan pine-stock, tail as he. 

And heads the desperate attack 
With torch-fire vaponrs, pitchy black . 
While bold Messapos, Neptone's seed, 
Imperious tamer of the steed, 

Tears down the palisade, and calls 
For ladders to ascend the walls 

Now grant. Calliope, thine aid , 

Ye Muses, prompt my lay 
To tell what havoc Tumus made 
Ou that too bloody day, 

What gallant chiefs wore hurled below 
And what tlie hands that dealt the blow. 
Bo near, and help me to unrol 
In lengtli and breadth the martial scroll. 

Linked by strong bndges to the wall 
There rose a lofty tower : 

Italia’s warriors, one and all. 

Assail it, bent to work its fall, 

Witli utmost strain of power ; 

The sons of Troy with stones defend. 

And through the narrowed eyelets send 
A fifnous steely shower. 

Fierce Turuus first a firebrand flings 
It strikes the side, takes hold, and clings . 
The froshening breezes spread the blaze. 
And soon on plank and beam it preys. 

The inmates flatter in dismay 
And vainly wish to fly. 



BOOK IX. 


309 


There u they huddle and retire 
Back to the xiart which ’ecapes the fire, 

Sadden the o’erweighted mass giv es way, 

And fhlling, shakes the sky. 

Heavily to the ground they come 
In piteous min trailed. 

Some pierced with falling fragments, some 
On their own darts impaled. 

Unhurt, Helenor, sole of all, 

And Lycus issue fmm the fall ■ 

Helenor, whom Licymnia bare 
To Lydia’s king, a captive fair. 

And sent herself her blooming boy 
In interdicted arms to Troy, 

Trained up a naked sword to wield 
And bear a blank unblazoned shield. 

Soon as the Rutule hosts he found 
And Tumus’ squadrons close him round. 

As beast by hunter crowds beset 
Makes funous war on dart and net. 

Full at the throat of danger flies. 

And spiked on serried javelins dies, 

So leaps the warrior on the foe 
Where storms of iron deadliest blow. 

Not BO young Lycos : swifter far 
He threads the windings of the war. 

Gripes the high wall with talon clutch, 

And strives his comrades’ hands to touch. 
With speed of foot and javeliu’s throw 
Fierce Tumus follows on the foe : ^ 

‘ Poor fool ! couldst hope,’ the conqueror cries, 
‘ To baffle Tumus of his prize? ’ 

Then grasps him hanging, and withal 
Plucks down a bulwark from the wall ; 

So Jove’s fell bird bears off in air 
A snow-white swan or timorous hare : 
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So from its vainly bleating dam 

Tears the gannt wolf the folded lamb 

Lond clamours rise : they charge once more, 

Break down the mound, the trench bridge o’er. 

Or to the topmost rampart throw 

Their brands of pine-wood all aglow. 

There as Lucctins nears the gate 

And wares aloft the hostile flame, 
llioneus whelms him ’neath the weight 
Of rock that from a mountain came ■ 

Stout Liger brings Emathion low ; 

Asilas Corynaous slays , 

That skilled the warlike lance to throw. 

This wings the arrow from the bow 
Through unsuspected ways. 

Ortygins lies by Cwnens slain 

The victor yields to Tumus’ hands , 

And Sagaris, Itys, Clonius fiill, 

With Promolus, by Tumus all. 

And Idas, tumbled to the plain 
As on the wall he stands. 

Frivernus finds imm Capys death ■ 

* Themilla’s spear had grazed him first 
Ue flmgs his buckler on the ground. 

And claps his hand upon the wound ; 

Fond wretch • the arrow wings the wind. 

And to his side hie hand is piimed. 

And through the vital springs of breath 
A deadly passage burst. 

There A^^ns’ eon stood, richly dight 
In broidered scarf with purple bright, 

Sent by his &ther to the fight, 

A youth of glorious show. 

Beared m his Oread mother’s wood. 

Beside Synusthus’ gentle flood. 

Whore day I7 day with victims’ Uood 
Paheus’ altars flow. 
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No more his apeaa' Meeeatios hurled , 
Thnce round hia head hia ahng he whiried 
With ahrill and whizzinj; Bound : 
Sheer through the warrior’s temples sped 
With fatal aim the glowing lead ; 

Ho &.lls, and lies unnerved and dead 
O’er many a foot of ground. 

Then first, they say, Ascanius tried 
In battle-field his bow. 

Till then ’gainst flying silvans plied. 

And laid Numanus low 
He late to his connubial bed 
Had Tumns’ youngest sister led ■ 

And now, of new-worn purple proud. 

He stalks erect, with vaunting loud, 

And thus before the battle’s van 
With wordy turbulence began. 

‘ Twice captured Phrygians ' to be pent 
Once more in leaguered battlement, 

And plant unblushingly between 
Toursolves and death a stony screen ' 

Lo, these the men that draw their swords 
To part our ladies from their lords ' 

What god, what madness bring"! you here 
To taste of onr Italian cheer ? 

No proud Atrida lead onr vans : 

No false Ulysses talks and plans ; 

E’en from the birth a hardy brood, 

We take onr infimts to the flood. 

And fortify their tender mould 
With icy wave and mthless cold. 

Early and late our sturdy boys 
Seek through the woods a hunter’s joys 
Their pastime is to tame the steed. 

To bend the bow and launch the reed. 
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Our jotith, to scaatj’ fare inured. 

Made strong labour oft endured, 

Subdue tbe soil with spade and rake, 

Or city walls with battle shake. 

Through life we grasp our trusty spear : 

It strikes the foe, it goads the steer : 

Age cannot chill our valour . no. 

The helmet sits on locks of snow ; 

And still we love to store our prey. 

And oat the fmits our arms purvey. 

Ton flaunt your robes in all men’s eyes, 
Your saflron and your purple dyes, 

Kecline on downy conch, or weave 
The dreamy dance from mom to eve : 
Sleeved tunics guard your tender skins, 
And ribboned mitres prop your churn 
Phrygians I — ^nay rather Phrygian fair ! 
Hence, to your Dipdymus repair ' 

Go where the flute’s congenial throat 
Shrieks through two doors its slender note. 
Where pijie and cymbal call the crew ; 
Those are the instruments for you : 

Leave men, like us, in arms to deal. 

Nor bruise your lily bands with steel ’ 

That ominous tongue, that boastful heart 
Ascanins could not bear ■ 

He drew the bowstring, poised the dart. 
And stood with outstretched arms apart, 
FirsVcalling Jove in prayer, 

‘ Vouchsafe to bless, great Sire divine, 

The suppliant’s bold essay : 

My grateful hand before thy shrine 
Shall yearly offerings pay : 

A goodly bullock from the stall, 
SnoW'White, his mother scarce so tall, 
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Shall at th^ altar stand : 

His horns, vrhicb gold shall overlaj. 

E'en noTT anticipate the fray, 

His feet spam np the sand.’ 

Jove heard, and instant from the left 
He thundered through the blue * 

Instant the bow was heard to twang , 

The shaft along the welkin sang, 

Namanns’ haughty head it cleft, 

And pierced his temples through. 

‘ Go, vent on worth your idle taunts : 

Such answer to Butuliau vaunts 

Twice captured Phrygians send ' ’ 
Ascanius spoke the sons of Troy 
Mount skyward in their rapturous joy, 

And heaven with shoutings rend 

Phoebus that hour from heaven’s dim height 
Surveyed the fortunes of the fight, 

And thus from off his throne of cloud 
Bespoke the youthful victor proud 
‘ ’T IS thus that men to heaven aspire 
Go on, and raise your glories higher, 

Of Gods the son, of Gods the sire ! 

Beneath Assaracus’s seed 

The war-worn land shall cease to bleed. 

Nor may our narrow Troy contain 
The compass of so grand a reign.’ 

So speaking, from the skieB he darts. 

The flattering air before him parts. 

And quickly to Aacanius hies, 

In Bates’ venerable guise. 

Once Bates kept Anchises’ door, 

Anchises’ arms in battle bore : 

Ho other cores his age empk^. 

The guardian of the priuoely boy. 
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So moves the God : voice, colonr, all. 

The veteran’s lineaments recall. 

The silvery honoars of his head, 

His armonr, resonant with dread ; 

And thus with words of mild control 
He calms that young ambitious soul 
‘ Enough, AQueas’ son, to know 
Your hand, unharmed, with shaft and bow 
Numanus’ life has ta’en ; 

Such glory to your first of fields 
Your patron god ungrudging yields, 

Nor robs of praise the arms he wields 
From further fight refrain.’ 

So Fhcobus speaks, and speaking flies , 

One moment beams on mortal eyes. 

Then mingles with the ambient skies 
The Dardan chiefs the godhead knew 
His flashing weapons caught their view 
They heard his quiver as he flew 
So now at great Apollo’s beck 
Ascanius’ martial zeal they check 
Themselves renew the doubtful strife, 

* And prodigally venture life. 

Rings through the camp the war.shout’s peal 
They bend them bows and hurl the steel 
Which leathern thong impels • 

Spent javelins all the ground bestrow. 

Helmet and shield rebound the blow . 

A savage fight upswells. 

So funorsly from westward sped. 

The Kid-star lowering overhead, 

W lid tempests ls«h the plain : 

So on the sea the hail fidls fiut. 

When Jove, dread lord of sontbem blast. 

His watery volleys flings broad-cast, 

And opes the springs of rain. 
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P»ndarns and Bitias, brethren twain, 
Descended of Alcanor's strain 
(Lera bore them, nymph dirine 
Their stature matched the hill-side pine 
Or e’en the hills* own height), 

Tlirow wide the gate they held in charge. 

And trusting but to spear and targe 
The foe’s advance invite. 

Themselves within the gateway stand. 
Fronting the towers on either hand, 
Magnificent in steel array. 

And toss their plnmcs on high . 

So two fair oaks that proudly geovt 
On banks of Athesis or Po 
Their unshorn heads aloft display 
And tower into the sky. 

With eager joy the Butules see 

The gates thrown wide, the entrance free. 

And pour by hundreds in : 

Full soon Aquicolus the fair, 

Stout Quercens, H»mon, fieiy Tmarc, 

To flight with all their followers turn, 

Or with their heels the threshold spurn 
But now they thought to win. 

Fierce and more fierce the combat glows 
In gathering ranks the Trojans close. 

Nor further onset wait. 

But foot to foot defy their foes. 

And press beyond the gate 

Meanwhile to Tnmus, as afar 
On other parts he launohra war 
And mars the foe’s amay, 

Comes word that, flushed with blood new-shed. 
The sons of Troy forget their dread. 

And wide their gates display. 
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Fell rage inspiring all his mind, 

The unfinished -work he leaves behind, 

And rushes to the gates amain 
To cope with that presumptnous twain. 

First on Antiphates he bore. 

Whom chance had planted in the fore, 

The great Sarpedon’s spnrions seed. 

Bom of a dame of Theban breed. 

The cornel hnrtles through the skies ; 

Straight to the stomach’s pit it flies, 

And lodges ’neath the bosom’s core, 

While the dark cavern wells with gore 
Then Merops, Eiymas the brave, 

And young Aphidnns find a grave. 

And Bitias, as with eyes aglow 
And bursting rage he fronts his foe . 

No dart was thrown • a puny dart 
Had scarcely reached that giant heart ; 

No, ’t was a hnga falanc spear. 

Thundering in levin-like career. 

That left the victor’s hand ■ 

Not two bull-hides, nor corslet mail, 

« Thongh plaited twice with golden scale. 

The onset might withstand. 

The vast frame tumbles on the field ; 

Groans the jarred earth, loud clangs the shield 
’T IS thus descends in later day 
The granite pile in Bairn’s hay, 

Compact of many a block ■ 

E’en th]^ in mighty down&ll sped. 

It sinks into the 00^ bed 

With vast reverberant shock : 

Up mounts the sand from depths profound 
Lone Prodiyta perceives the sound 

Thrill deep through cave and rock. 
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And Arime, by Jove’s behest 

b'lrm fixed on Typhon’s monster breast. 

Now Mars omnipotent imparts 
Fresh vigonr to the Latian hearts, 

While on the Trojan band 
Dark fear he sends and coward flight - 
The Italians claim the proffered fight, 

And fury nerves each hand 
When Fandams saw his brother slain 
And knew the tide had ebbed agam. 

He sets his shoulders to the gate 

And backward rolls the enormous weiglit. 

Leaving in miserable rout 

Full many a hapless friend shut out. 

While others through the entrance pour. 
And saved from carnage, breathe once moiv 
Fond fool ' amidst the noise and dm 
Ho saw not Tumus mslung m, 

Hut closed him in the embattled hold, 

A tiger in a helpless fold 
From tliose fierce eyes new terrors blaze , 
His arms around him clash . 

The red plume on his helmet plays, 

And from his shield reflected rays 
Like living lightning flash. 

At once the trembling Trojans know 
The dreaded presence of their foe . 

But Pandams onward flies ■ 

In his proud breast his bi'other’s fate 
Awakes the flames of rage and hate. 

And thus in scorn he cries . 

‘ Not this Amata’s promised dower. 

Your royal dome, your bndal bower. 

Nor Ardea’s native town enthralls 
Her Tumus in her friendly walls : 
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A hostile camp around yon see, 

Shut in withont ihe power to flee.’ 

Then Tnmns with untroubled mien ■ 

‘ Begin, and let your strength be seen 
Soon shall you teU m Priam’s ear 
You fonnd a new Achilla here.’ 

Strong Pandams launches on the wind 
A knotted spear, onpeeled its nnd, 

With mighty effort flung • 

Saiumia caught it as it came 
And turned it from its destined aim 
Fixed in the gate it hung, 

‘ Not thus shall err my trusty brand. 

Sped by a surer, stronger hand ’ 

Then, rising tiptoe as ho speaks, 

Tumus uplifts the falchion keen 
With force resistless sweeping down 
It crashes on the warrior’s crown. 

And ample brows and beardless cheeks 
Are severed clear and clean. 

At once the mighty min sounds , 

, The firm earth trembles and rebounds ; 

His armour, splashed with blood and brain. 
His giant members load the plain . 

On either shoulder, cleft in twain. 

The ghastly head is seen. 

The Trojans fly in wild dismay ■ 

0, then bad Tumus thought 
To force the fastenings of the gates 
And call withm his valiant mates. 

The nation and the war that day 
Ahke to end had brought 1 
But rage and blind desire to alar 
Still drive bun on the recreant prey 
First Pbalaris beneath him dies 
And Gyges, hamstrung as he flies : 
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ll'orth from the slain he plucks each spear, 
And hurls them on the fliers’ rear, 

While Juno nerves him for the strife, 

And breathes within diviner life. 

Then lays he Halys on the field 

And Fhegeus, cloven through his shield . 

Alcander, Hahns, Prytanis, 

And young Hoemon, all 
Are slaughtered, ere their fbe they wis. 
And tumbled from the wall : 

And Lyncous, who in vain essayed 
The strife, and called his fnends for aid ■ 
His nght knee propped against the mound, 
He swmgs his weighty falchion round 
Head-piece and head, by one sure wound 
Cut off, at distance fiill. 

Then huntsman Amyens succeeds ; 

None bettor knew to flying reeds 
The envenomed point to lend : 

Ard Clytins feels the conqueror’s spear, 
And Cretheus, to the Muses dear, 

Cretheus, the Muses’ fliend 
The minstrel lay, the tuneful shell 
Had touched him with their magic spell, 
And still the warrior strung 
To martial themes his glowing lyre, 

And arms, and men, and steeds of fire 
In lofty numbers sung. 


At last, at news of Troy’s defeat, 
Mnestbens and brave Serestos meet . 

Their firiends they see in wild retreat. 
Within their camp the foe : 

And, ‘ Whither fly ye ? ’ Mnesthens cried * 

' What walls, what town are yonrs beside ? 
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Shall one mere man, on all aides pent 
Within your mounded battlement, 

Suoh deaths have dealt, such vrarriors sent 
IJnvenged to shades below P 
Feel ye no shame, no manly grief 
For gods, for country, or for chief, 

0 craven hearts and slow ? ' 

Roused by the word, they stand at length, 
And front him with collected strength. 

While Tumus by degrees gives ground. 

And seeks the part the stream runs round 
The Trojans follow, shouting loud, 

And closer still and closer crowd 
So when the gathering swains assail 
A lion with their brazen hail, 

He, glaring rage, begins to quail 
And sullenly departs ■ 

For shame his back he will not turn, 

Yet dares not, howsoe’er he yearn. 

To charge their serried darts 
So Tumus lingeringly retires, 

^ And glows with ineffectual fires 
Twice on the foe e'en then he falls, 

Twice routs and drives them round the walls • 
But from the camp in swarms they pour, 

Nor Juno dares to help him more, 

For Ins hastens down 
With words from Jove of angry threat. 

Should Tumus make resistance yet. 

No* quit tlie leaguercd town. 

No longer now by force of hand 
Or buckler may the youth withstand. 

So thick the javelins play ■ 

Round his broad brows the helmet rings . 
Crushed by the volley from tho slings 
Its solid sides give way. 
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His plumes are reft . bis shield 'gins fail, 
While spear on spear the Trojans hail. 
With Mnestheus, soul of flame 
O’er all hiB limbs dark avreat-drops break , 
No time to breathe thick pantings shake 
His vast and labounng frame 
At lengtli, accoutred as he stood, 

Headlong he plunged into the flood 
The j’ellow flood the chai-ge it'ceived, 

With buoyant tide hia weight uplicavcd. 
And cleansing off the encrusted gore, 
Returned hun to his fhends once mori‘ 
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Meantime Olympns’ gate unfolds : 

The Almighty Sire a council holds 
In heaven’s sidereal hall, 

Whence earth lies open to his view, 

The camp of Troy, the Lotian crew 
The Gods o^y his call, 

And range them on their golden seats 
Himself the high occasion treats 
‘ Great powers of heaven, what change has 
wrought 

Swh dire revulsion m your thought ^ 

Whence comes this madness of debate, 

These passions flaming into hate ? 

My noil forbade the Italian folk 
’Gniiiht Teucer’s sons to strike a stroke 
What mean your strifes that break luy law ® 
What wild alarm could sway 
Or these or those the sword to draw 
And *wake the sleeping fray ^ 

Tlie battle-day at length shall come 
(Let none foredate the hour of doom) 

When Carthage town shall roll 
On Home’s seven hills the stormy tade. 

And through the Alps cleave passage wide 
To her predestined goal * 
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Then may yon give yonr hate its fill, 

And rage and ravage as yon will ; 

Now cease, and ratify with me 
The covenant I will shall be.’ 

Thus briefly Jove • but not in brief 
Gives Venus utterance to her grief 
* Dread lord of all above, below i 
For other succour none we know 
In this our trouble sore 
Seest thou how swells the Riitules’ pride ** 
See Turnus in his triumph nde. 

E’en on the crest of war’s fiei-co tide. 

And bid its billows roar ' 

No more their walls my Trojans shield 
The camp is changed to battle-field . 

The trenches float with gore 
Our chief in ignorance bides away 
What ^ leav’st us not one peaceful day 
From siege and leaguer frt'o 
Ouce more there lowers o’er ruing Troy 
A spoiler, eager to destioy. 

With myriads fierce as be 
And Tydeus' son once more is brought, 

To fight, bchko, aa erst he fought 
Aye, sooth, I ween it is decreed 
That Venus’ wounds again shall bleed. 
And I, thy child, too long delay 
The spear that gores, but cannot slay. 

If nnsecured by leave irom thee 
Troy’s sons have sailed to Italy, 

AVithdraw thine aid, and let them be. 

To reap their folly’s due 
But if thy mandates they obeyed 
By many a warmng voice conveyed 
From heaven above and nether shade. 
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Who dares to change th j firm decree 
Or ■write the fi^tes anew ? 

Why tell each bygone grievance o’er, 

The fleet consumed on Eryx’ shore. 

The monarch of the storm called forth, 

The 'Winds unchained, East, West and North, 
Or Ins sent from Insrh 
Nay, e’en the ghosts beneath she tries 
(O’crlookcd till now those choice allies) • 
Through Latian towns Alceto flies. 

And taints the upper sky 
'T 18 not for empire now I fear 
That was a hope which once wss dear. 

But let it pass • our blood is spilt, 

Yet give the ■victory where thou ■wilt 
But 0 , if yet thy ciuel spouse 
Will gicnt no land where Troy may house. 
By Ilium's rums I implore, 

By that last agony she bore, 

Belcase Ascanius from the strife, 

And let my grandson ’scape with life ’ 

His sire may roam on unkuo'vm seas. 

And drift ■where Fate or Fortune please - 
But let mo snatch the child away 
And save him from yon bloody Iraj 
Paphos and Amathus are mine. 

And high Cythcra’s bower 
There let him live, bis arms resign. 

Nor dream the dream of pow er 
On Italy kt Carthage frown. 

He shall not vex your Tyrian town. 

What profit to have ’scaped the fight 
And won his way in venturous flight 
Through foe and fire and sword. 

The rage of laud and ocean spent. 

While Troy on Latinm still la bent, 

And hopes her towers restored ? 
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Best to have fixed them on the spot 
Where Ihnm’s embers still are hot, 

Laid down their limbs by Xanthus’ fiood, 
And dwelt where once their city stood. 

O Father ! look on wretched men ; 

Gbve us oar native streams again, 

And let our progeny repeat 
The old, old tale of Troy's defeat ' ’ 

Then, by her rage to utterance stirred, 
Imperial Juno took the word 
‘ And must I then my silence break 
And buried gnefs to life awake P 
What God above or man below 
your good .£nea8 forced to go 
To war, and be Latinus* foe ^ 

Grant that to Italy he went 
By fate or mad Cassandra sent ■ 

Who bade him quit his camp and trust 
His life to every stormy gust. 

Leave to a boy’s weak bands to guide 
The war and o’er lus walls preside. 

Seduce the Tyrrhenes, and molest 
The peace of nations long at rest f 
What force, what tyranny of ours 
To such misventure led F 
Where then were Juno’s balefnl powers, 

Or Ins downward sped ? 

’T is shame Italians should engirth 

Your infiuit Troy with sword fire. 
That Tamos on his parent earth 

Should come and go at his desire. 
Though nymph Venilia gave him birth 
And Uest Filumnus was bis sire . 

And shall not Troy in tnm feel shame 
To ravage Latinm’s fields with flame. 
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Play despot o’er an alien soil. 

And carry flocks and lierds for spoil. 

Pick marriages at will, and bear 
From others’ arms the plighted flur. 

Make snii for peace with wool-wreathed hongh. 
Yet arm her ships from stern to prow ? 
iElueas from the conquering Greek 
Yon filch away with ease, 

And cheat them, n hen a man they seek. 

With cloud and airy breeze . 

You make his vessels change their guise 
And each and all as Nereids nse 
Yet call it crime, when Juno lends 
Her succour to her Rutule friends 
Your chief in ignm-auce hides away : 

And 111 his ignorance let him staj 
Pa[ihos and Amathus arc yours. 

And high Cythcra’s shade 
Why seek a sky where battle loweiv. 

And savage homes invade ? 

Arp oiirs the hands that labour still 
The ebbing strength of Troy to spill y 
Our hands or theirs that broke the peace 
And gave her to the sword of Greece ■'* 

What fatal cause the quarrel sent 
'Twist oontuient and continent ? 

'tVheii Paris stormed the Spartan’s bed. 

Was mine the fruidmg star that led 'r 
Armed I for war the adulteroas hand. 

Or battle’^ flame with passion tanned ? 

Then had your terror been in place. 

Yours fears for your beloved race • 

Now, all too late, yon idly plain. 

And fling your wrongful taunts in vain.’ 


Thus pleaded Juno . and the rest 
Mnnunring their diverse minds e^tessed, 
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As uevrborn gales in forest pent 
Gontnaedly struggle for a vent, 

And nppling ’mid the leaves, inform 
The seaman of a ooming storm 
Then he begins, the Sire of all, 

Who rules the word at will 
E’en as he speaks, the Gods’ gi'eat hall 
Grows tremulously still 
The firm earth quivers to her base 
High heaven is still through all its space 
The winds are whisjiered mto sleep. 

And waveless calm controls the deep 
‘Give ear, and with attention lay 
Deep in your hearts the ords I say 
Since Troy with Lntiuiu must coiitund. 
And these your wranglings find no end. 
Let each man use his chance to-daj 
And carve his fortune as he may , 

Rutulo or Trojan lot him lie, 

Kations and names aie uoi^lit to me 
Or be they fates to Rutules kind 
That Ilium’s camp in leaguer bind, 

Or Trojan rashness, soon betrayed, 

And warnings by a foe convoyed 
Noi would I yet the Rutules spare 
They too the common chance must share - 
Each warnor from his own good lance 
Shall reap the fruit of tod or chance . 

Jove deals to all an equal lot. 

And Fate shall loose or cut the knijt ' 
Tins said, to witness his mteut 

He called his Stygian brother’s lake. 
The banks where pitch and snnd and mud 
Tc^ether mix their seething flood. 

And as his kingly brows he bent 
Made all Olympus shake 
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So came the ootmcil to its close: 

Jove from his golden throne arose 
The Gods aronnd their sovereign wait 
And lead him to his palace gate 


Meantime, intent to bnm and slay. 

The foe once more the siege essay. 

Pent in their camp the Trojans he, 

Despair of help, yet cannot fly. 

Arrayed in vain, they rmg the wall, 

A hapless remnant, thin and small. 

Asms Imhrasides is there. 

And Hicetaon’s valiant heir , 

The Assaraci, tnin warriors they. 

Castor, and Thymbns old and grey 
In battle's forefront stand 
Claros and Themon join the train. 

The brethren of Sarpedon slam. 

From Lycia's mighty land. 

Lymesian Acmon heaves a block. 

Vast fragment of its parent rock, 

ISom of a race no toil that shun, 
Menestheus’ brother, Clytius' son 
These fight with atones, with javelins those. 
Bam fiery torches on their foes, 

Or bend with force unerring bows 
There in the midst is Tenus' care, 

The princely boy, bis head all bare , 

So, set in^ld, beams forth a gem. 

For collar or for anadem ; 

So polished ivory shines 
Inlaid in terebinth or box ; 

Down his fair neck bright stream his locks. 
Which pliant gold entwines. 
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Thou, Ismanu, too wast seen to deal 
With archer craft the envenomed steel 
And quell the assailant powers, 

They home Meeonia’s ftmtful mould, 

Made rich by labour and the gold 
That bnght Pactolns showers. 

There too is Mnestheus, raised heaven*high 
By Tnmus made yestreen to fly, 

And Capys, marked for fatare Same, 

From whom fair Capua takes her name 

They all day long m fight had striven 
With ceaseless toil and pain • 

And now beneath a midnight heaven 
ABneas ploughs the main. 

For when, from good Evander sent, 

He 1 cached the Etruscan leader’s tout. 

Tells what his name and whence ho springs. 
What aid he asks, what powers he brings, 
What arms are on Mezentius’ side, 

And Turnus’ overweening pnde. 

And bids him think, with sighs and prayers 
What changes wait on man’s affairs. 

Not long the conference Tarchon plights 
His friendly troth, his force unites. 

With action swift and brief : 

The Lydian race, from fate set free. 

By Heaven’s command put straight to sea 
Placed 'neath a foreign ehieil 
First sails ./Sneas’ royal ship 
The Phrygian Lons arm her tip. 

And Ida spreads its sliade above, 

The hill that Teucrian exiles love. 

There sits .^neas on the stem. 

The tides that make the war to turn 
Deep pondering o’er and o’er ; 
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And Pallas, ever at his side, 

Asks of the stars, the iiighi.fare’8 guide. 
Or questions of his wanderings wide 
On ocean and on shore 

Now, Muses, ope your Helicon, 

The gates of song expand , 

Say what the host to war comes on 
From forth the Etruscan strand, 
And, following in iBneas* train, 

Spreads sail, and navigates the main 

See Massicus the foremost guide 
His Tiger o’ei the deep , 

A thousand warriors at his side 
In Clusium’s lofty towers that bide 
And Cobbs’s warlike keep 
Light quivers fi-oni their shoulders liiiiig. 
Their deadly lows in combat twang 
Grim Alias next , his followers bold 
In gleaming stool arrayed , 

High on his stem, a blaze of gold, 

Apollo shone displayed 
Six hundred Popnlonia gave 
To share his fortunes, tried and brave, 
And Ilva sends three hundred more, 
Rich island-home of Chalyb ore 
Then far-renowned Asilas third, 

Who tells Heaven’s will to men 
The stiyry sky, the victim herd. 

The levui-bolt, the voicefnl bird, 

All own hiB piercing ken • 

To war he brings a mighty throng, 

True spearmen aU, a thousand strong. 
The people these of Pisa’s town, 

Whose sires &om Elia erst came down 
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Then Astyr, proud of youthful charois, 
With fiety steed and glancing arms 
Three hundred men beside hun fare. 
Nerved by one loyal will, 

Who Cwre’s home or Pyrgi share, 

Who breathe Graviscw’s tainted air. 

Or Mmio's comlaud till 

Nor shall Ljgaria'g chief remain, 

Brave Cmyras, here unsung, 

Nor thou, despite thy scanty tram, 
Cupavo, fair and young 
From whose tall helm swatl^pluracH arise. 
Memorial of thy sire’s disguise 
For Cyciius, all for love, 't is said, 

Of Phaethon untimely dead, 

Embowered amid the poplar wood 
Of that unhapiiy sisterhood. 

Kept })laining o'er the cruel wrong. 

And solacing lus grief w ith song, 

Till 0 ei his limbs liegan to grow 
A downy plumage, n liit< as snon , 

Then to the skies he passed, and sent 
His voice before lam as he w ent 
And now his son in arms appears, 

Leads foi tli a host of equal yeais, 

And spreads his flying sails 
High on the prow a Centaur Stands, 

A huge rook heaved in both hw hands , 
The keel behind him trails 

There too great Oenus o’er the sea 
Conducts his country’s chivalry. 

Child of prophetic Mauto he 
And Tuscan Tiber’s flood ; 

Fair Mantua's town he built and walled 
And bis mother's surname called : 
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Fair town ! her sons of high degree, 

Though not nnmixed their blood. 

Three races swell the mingled stream 

Four states from each derive their birth 
Herself among them sits supreme, 

Her Tuscan blood her ohiefest worth. 
Five hundred thence Mezentins draws, 
Sworn foes to his unrighteous cause, 

A helmed and shielded train ; 

And Mincins, whom Benacns breeds, 

In grey apparailment of reeds 
Tbeir vengeful barks to battle leads, 

And lannches on the main. 

There huge Aulestes ploughs the deep 
With all his hundred oars • 

Thrown upward the enormous sweep 
The Ullow foams and roars. 

A Triton on the vessel stood 
And blew defiance to the flood * 

His face a man’s and half his side, 

' A fish's all the rest ■ 

With giant force he stems the tide. 

And rears his savage breast. 

So many chiefs, a nation’s flower. 

Across the sea conveyed 
In thirty ships their friendly power, 

And brought the Trojans aid. 

» 

The day had vanished from on high. 

And Phoebe o’er the middle sky 
Impelled her chariot pale : 

.rSneas, robbed by care of rest. 

The vessel’s course as helrasman dressed, 
And- trimmed the shifting sail. 
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When lo ! a friendly company 
Confronts him midway on the sea - 
The nymphs to whom Cybebe gave 
As goddesses to rule the wave 
They i-ode as ships before 
In seemly order swam 'die flood. 

As many as erewhile had stood 

With prows attached to shore. 

From far they recognize their king 
And round him weave a choral ring 
Cymodoce, of all the train 
Clucf mistress of the vocal strain. 

Her right hand on the vessel lays, 

Oars with her left the watery ways. 

And borne breast-high above the seas, 
Stirs his awed soul with words like these : 
‘ Still wakes JBiieas, heaven's true seed ^ 
Still wake, and mend your navy's speed 
Lo here the pines from Ida’s seat. 

Now ocean-nymphs, your sometime fleet ! 
'\i\’hat time the faithless Butnle lord 
Bore headlong down with fire and sword. 
Unwillingly we broke your uham 
And went to seek you o'er the main 
The mighty Hother of her gprace 
In pity changed us, form and face, 

And called us to a life divine 
With other nymphs beneath the brine. 
Your royal heir the while is pent 
In palisade and battlement ; 

A hedge of spears is round him set, 

And Latian foes the camp benet. 

The Arcade horse 'with Tyrrhenes joined 
Have mustered at the place assigned. 

And Tnruus bids his warlike train 
Waylay them, ere the camp they gain. 
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Up then, and soon as mom shall rise 
Array for fight yoor bold allies, 

And take yonr, shield, of Vnlcan’s mould. 
Invincible and rimmed vritb gold. 

The mom shall see (’tis truth I speak) 
Yon plains with Rntnie carnage reek ’ 

She ceased, and parting, to the bark 
A measured impulse gave ; 

Like wind-swift arrow to its mark 
It darts along the wave 
The rest pursue. In wondering awe 
The chief revolves the things he saw. 

Yet cheers him, and with lifted eyes 
Thus makes petition to the skies . 

‘ Blest Mother of the heavenly train. 
Whom Dindymns delights, 

Who lov’st the lions at thy rein, 

The city’s tower-crowned heights, 

Do thou the first my arms bestead ; 

Confirm the sign revealed ; 

Draw near ns with auspicious tread. 

Thy Phrygians’ help and shield.’ 

Ho spoke ■ and now the waxing day 
Was climbing up the ethereal way. 

Close on the skirts of night , 

He bids the allies obey the call. 

Awake their courage, one and all. 

And gird them for the fight. 

And nofiT there dawn upon his ken 
His leagnered camp, his gallant men. 

As on the stem he stands ; 

At once he rears his shield on high : 

With shouts the Trojans rend the sky ■ 
Fast and more fiist their darts they ply ; 
Hope nerves their drooping hands. 
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Saoh token give Strymonian cranes 
Beneath a gloomy clond. 

What time they fly the antnmnal rains 
With clamour hoarse and loud. 

With wonder strange the sudden cdiange 
The Rntnle leaders note, 

Till, backward as their eyes they bend. 

They see the vessels shoreward tend, 

And ocean all afloat. 

There glows like furnace fiery red 
The helmet on that noble head ; 

From the bossed shield, with gold ablaze, 

A stream of living lightning plays ; 

So comets shoot athwart the night 
A sullen sanguine glare ; 

So Sirius’ star, that brings to man 
Fierce calenture and sickness wan, 

Lifts high in heaven his balefiil light 
And saddens all the air 

Yet Tumus still flames high with zeal 
To front the invader with the steel 
And drive him from the strand j 
Still prompt to cheer or to upbraid 
He clamours to his friends for aid : 

‘ Lo, here tbe chance for which yon prayed. 
To crush them sword lu hand ! 

A brave man's hand is Mars’s seat ; 

The coward finds him in his feet. 

Think, each and all, of home and wife. 
Think of their deeds who gave you life, 
Your gallant sires of old. 

Haste to the water’s brink ; dispute 
Tbe land they challenge, foot to foot. 

While still in helpless disarray 
They slide and falter in the spray : 

Fair fortune aids the bold.’ 
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This said, he broods what wisest way 
To portion out his powers, 

Who best may follow hun to fray, 

Who watch the leaguered towers. 

Meantime bridges linked to land 
.^neas disembarks his band : 

Some watch the ebbing of the deep, 

And safely ’mid the shallows leap . 

Some down the oars descending slide. 

And win the ascent in spite of tide 
Stoat Tarchon rolls his ranging eyes. 

Till on the shore a place he spies, 

Where no chafed billows seethe and boil, 
hTo broken waves ui wrath recoil. 

But ocean without let or breach 
Runs gently up the sbelvmg beach ; 

Thither at once his fleet he steers. 

And then salutes his comrades’ ears 
‘ Now, gallants, now each sinew strain, 

Your bounding barks upheave , 

Pierce with your beaks the hostile plain , 

Let the long keel with might and main 
Its own broad furrow cleave , 

Give me but once the land to seize, 

The ship may break, if Fortune please.’ 
Nerved by the word, each pliw bis oar 

And onward drives ’mid surge and foam. 
Till every beak attains the shore 

AjK^every keel finds scatheless home. 
Less happy their adventurous chief ; 

Hia vessel, fastening on a reef, 

Long hangs in doubtful poise, and braves 
The onset of the baffled waves ; 

Till the strained sides at last give way 
And land the seamen ’mid the spray. 
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There as th^ struggle, floatug wreck 
And shattered oars their progress check, 
And biUowB, ebbing in retreat. 

Draw back, and wash them from their feet. 


Nor eager Tnmns long delays; 

He mnsters all his band 
To fixint the Trojans, and arrays 
For conflict on the strand. 

The clarions sound : .^neas first 
On Latmm’s ranks in haroc burst. 

And laid the rustics low : 

First falls, an augury of the fight. 

Huge Theron, who witli giant might 
Assailed the godlike foe : 

Through mail and gold-wrought tumc driven 
The fatal sword his side has riven. 

Then hapless Licbas meets hie doom. 

Who, ripped from his dead mother’s womb. 
To Phcsbus vowed the cherished life 
That ’scaped the peril of the knife. 

Strong Cisbeus and tall Gyas feel. 

As death with ponderous clubs they deal. 

The gridmg of the conqueror steel. 

Nought vautaged them in that dread hour 
Herculean arms nor hands of power. 

Nor he, the sire who gave them birth, 
Melampus, soul of purest worth, 

Long as Alcides toiled on earth. 

Still constant at his side. 

See, open-mouthed as Phaams cries. 

Full m hiB &ce the weapon flies, 

And stops his Taunting pride. 

Thou, Cydon, too, whose eager quest 
Young Clytius’ heart would move, 
z 
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’Neath that dread aim the field hadst presBed, 
Foi^etfiil of thy lore, 

Bat thy brave brethren, Phorcns’ seed. 

Were near thee in ihy direst need ; 

Seven mighty men, they front the foe ; 

Seven javelins aU at once they throw. 

Some &om his helm and shield rebonnd, 

And, fidling harmless, strew the ground ; 
While others, harled with truer aim. 

Kind Venus wards &om off his ftame. 

Then to Achates cries the king ■ 

‘ Quick, give me store of darts to fling - 
No spear shall thirst in vain 
To dye its point in Rntnle blood 
Which erst in flesh oi Grecian stood 
On Hium’s fated plain.’ 

He grasped his mighty lance and threw ; 
Through Mason’s shield the weapon flew. 

And breast and breastplate rends. 

Alcanor brings his brother aid , 

The fklling chief his hand has stayed : 

In vain : the fell spear holds its course, 
CleSves the stretched arm with fatal force. 
And dangling from the shoulder-blade 
The severed hand depends. 

Then gallant Numitor outdrew 
The javehn that his brother slew 
And at .^neas sent . 

The erring weapon cleft the sky. 

Just graze^ Achates’ brawny thigh. 

Nor gained the mark it meant. 


Now Clausns, who from Cures came, 
In pride of youth and stalwart frame, 
Takes up the work of death ; 
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’Neath Dryops’ chin he drives his spear ; 
Through neck and throat the |>oint cuts sheer 
And qnenches voice and breath. 

The dead brow tumbles on the shore. 

The ghastly jaws disgorging gore. 

Three too from Boreas’ seed of Thrace 
And three from Idas’ ancient race 
Beneath his weapon bleed : 

The Anmncan tribes to aid him mn, 

Hahesns first, and Neplnne’s son, 

The tamer of the steed. 

Then bums the fray ; now these, now those 
Essay to dispossMs their foes : 

E’en on Ansonia’s brink they clo>e 
In fierce and deathful fight. 

So in the amplitude of sky 
Discordant winds the combat try 
With equal rage and might : 

Nor blasts, nor clouds, nor waves give way ; 
Long balanced hangs the doubtful day : 

In deadly gpips they stand ; 

Thus Trojan and Italian meet, 

With face to face, and feet to feet, 

And hand close pressed to hand. 


In other regions of the field 

Where stones and tom>up trees are spread 
Athwart a torrent’s channelled bed, 

Young Pallas sees the Arcadians yield a 
Forced by the ground to put aside 
The gallant steeds they wont to ride. 

And all unused on foot to fight, 

They break and turn their backs in flight 
Upbraiding, soothing, all he can. 

He prays them, taunts them, man man . 
s 3 
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‘ Frifinds, whither would jtm fly t for shame t 
O, by your former deeds of &me, 

Your chief Evander’s glorious name, 

Your fights beneath him won, 

And. my young hopes, that now aspire 
To match the honours of my sire, 

I charge you, stand, not mn ! 

The sword, the sword must hew a pass 
To take you through that-living mass ; 

There, where the battle fiercest flames. 

Our own, our noble country claims 
Her Pallaa and his band. 

No angry heaven above you lowers ; 

Mortal, we cope with mortal powers : 

A single life has each, like ours, 

And each but one right hand. 

Lo, here the ocean hems us in : 

Earth leaves no room to flee : 

Come, choose the goal ye mean to win ; 

The city or the sea ? ’ 

He said, and rushes all aglow 
Full on the midmost of the foe. 

First Lagns, led by evil chance, 

Confronts the inevitable lance j 
Him, as in vam a ponderous stone 
With toihng hands he heaves, 

The victor strikes where deftly join 
The sutures of the ribs and spine. 

And sudden from the jomted bone 
The jmwilling spear retrieves. 

On rushes Hisbo, madly fsin 
To catch bun, hampered with the slam 
But Pallaa, still more fleet. 

Prevents him, as with reckless zeal 
He breathes revenge, and plants the steel 
E’en where the heartstrings beat. 
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Then dew he Sthenelos, end base 
Aiudieniolns, of Bbostns’ race. 

Who dared in wantonness of crime 
His Btep>dame*B wedded conch to clhnb 
Te too were tumbled on the plain, 

Landes, Thymber, brethren twain, 

Of Dauens’ honourable strain ; 

So like, tibe sweet confadon e’en 
Their parents’ eyes betrayed ; 

But Pallas twin and twin between 
Has cruel difference made : 

For Thymber’s head the steel he* shorn ; 
Larides’ severed hand forlorn 
Feels bhndly for its lord : 

The quivering fingers, half alive, 

Twitch with convulsive gripe, and stnve 
To dose upon the sword. 

How with his warning in their ear. 

His deeds before their eye. 

Anger and shame o’erpowering fear. 

His mates to combat fly. 

Lo, hurrying past in full career. 

Falls RhoBteus hy the Hvandrian spear 
That spear was meant for Hus’ death, 

Bat Has gains a moment’s breath 
Doomed in the next to die : 

While Bhoeteus comes between and bleeds. 
From warhke Tenthras as he speeds 
And Tyres’ brandished steel ; « 
Boiled headlong from the rapid car 
He tumbles, and the field of war 
Spurns with his dying heeL 
El’en as a swain ’mid forest trees, 

Whmi summer yields the wished*&r breese, 
Hia scattered torohes sends ; 
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At once, deTovring bH ‘between, 

From east to west along the green 
The fiery host extends ; 

He, placed on high, beholds the while 
The conquering- blaze with joyous smile: 
So, gallant yontfa, from &r and -wide 
Arcadia gathers to thy side, 

And all her sncoonr lends. 

But, trained in battle’s fierce alarms, 
Halaeeus round him draws his arms 
And springs to meet the foe. 

Then fell Demodocus, and then 
Ijadon and Pheres, valiant men : 

That onset brought them low ; 

A hostile hand Strymonius rears ; 
Stiymonins’ hand his falchion shears ; 

At Thoas’ front he flings a stone. 

And scatters blood, and brain, and bone 
Halesus’ sire the future feared. 

And ’mid the woods his darling reared : 
When death had glazed the old man’s eyes, 
*^6 ruthless Parcte claimed their prize, 
Laid their cold finger on hie hearrt. 

And marked him for Hvander’s dart. 

J^ow, poising long his lance in sir, 

To Tiber Pallas made his prayer ; 

‘ Grant, Tiber sire, the spear 1 throw 
Through strong Halsssus’ breast may go : 
The spoils and armour of the too 
Shall deck thy sacred oak.’ 

'T IB heard ; and while Haliasns shields 
Imaon’s breast, his own he yields 
'Hngaarded to the stroke. 

But Lansus, breath of battle’s lif(^ 

Lets not his followers ^eld the strife. 

By that fell carnage ftayed : 
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First slays he Ahas, warrior good. 

Who erst^ Uke knot in stnrdy wood, 

The edge of combat stayed. 

'Now Tuscans, now Arcadians bleed. 

And Troy’s indomitable breed. 

The two hosts join in battle-shock, 

Their generals eqnal as their might : 
From every aide to front they flock, 

Till pinioned in a deadly lock 
Nor arm nor dart can smite. 

Here Pallas bids the battle rage, 

There Lansns leads ; alike their age ; 

Both fair in form, but both denied 
Betnm to their dear land. 

Yet not for victory or defeat 
May each with each in conflict meet ; 
Each must his destmy abide 
Beneath a mightier hand. 

Now Tumus’ sister warns her chief 
That gallant Lansns needs relief 
At once, impetnons on his car. 

He cleaves a pathway through the war. 
And ‘ Lay,’ ho cries, * your weapons by ; 

I cope with Fallas, none but I ; 

Stand off, nor rob me of my dne ; 

Would Heaven his sire were here to view 
He spoke ; his mates obedient hear, 

And parting, leave the champaign clear. 
Thence as the yielding crowd retires^ 

The brave yonth pauses and admires, 
Mnoh marvels at his haughty phrase. 

And scans his form with eager gaze ; 
Then, rolling round undanuted eyes. 

With speech as resolute relies : 

* Or goodly spoils shall make mo great, 

Or honourable death ; 
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‘ Say to yonr monarch. I remit 
His Pallas, handled as was fit. 

The solacse of a tomb, the meed 

Of banal, fireely I concede 

E’en so, methinks, the samptuons cheer 

He gave to Troy -will cost Idm dear ’ 

Then with his foot the corpse he pressed. 
And stripped the belt &oi^ off the breast. 
The ponderons belt, whose scnlptored gold 
A tale of crime and bloodshed told. 

Those fifty bridegrooms, slain m bed 
E’en on the very night they wed ; 

Once Clonns’ work . now prondly worn 
By Tumus m his hoar of scorn 
O impotence of man’s frail mind 
To fate and to the future blind, 
Presamptuous and o’erweening still 
When Fortune follows at its will ! 

Fall soon shall Tumus wish m vain 
That life antonched, those spoils unta’en. 
And think it cheap to spend his ^1, 

Could gold that bloody deed recall ! 

Pallais lifeless on his shield 
His weeping comrades bear from field 
O sad, proud thought, that thus a son 
Bhould reach a father’s door ! 

This day beheld yoar wars began : 

This day beholds them o’er. 

While yet you leave on yonder plaan 
Vast he^B of Butale wamors slain ! 

No random fame of ill so g^at. 

But surer messenger of &te 
To brave ABneas hies ; 

Tells him the day is well-nigh lost ; 

’T is time to aid the routed host. 

E’en while the moment ‘flies. 
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With bmnduhed sword he storms along, 

And hews a passage through the throng. 

Still seeking Tumus, newly red 
With slanghter of the mighty dead. 

F^las, Erander, all, they stand 
Like life before his sight. 

The board that welcomed him, the hand 
In warm affiance plight. 

Four hapless youths of Snlmo’s breed 
And four who ITfens call their sire 
He takes alive, condemned to bleed 
To Psllas’ shade on Pallas’ pyre. 

At Magpns then his spear he threw v 
But Magus from the death withdrew. 

Game crouching up, while o’er his head 
The quivering lance through ether sped. 

And clasped the victor’s knees and said : 

‘ By your great father’s shade I pray. 

By young lulus’ dawning day, 

In pity deign my life to spare 
For my grey sire, my youthful heir. 

A lofty house is mine : a hoard 
Of silver in its vaults is stored. 

And piles of wrought and unwronght gold 
Are treasured there, of weight untold. 

Hot here the cnsis of the strife. 

Nor victory hangs on one poor life.’ 

He ceased ; immoveable and stern 
JElneas thus made brief return r 
‘ Nay, spare your gold and silver heap : 

Those treasured hoards your heirs should keep. 
Since Tumus shed out Pallas’ g^re. 

The bartery of war is o’er ; 

So deems my gallant son, and so 
My fether’s spirit down below ; ’ 
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Then seized liiin the helm, and smote 
With deep-plunged blade his back-drawn 
throat. 

Not far Hsemonidea the good, 

Apollo’s priest and Dian’s, stood. 

His brow with sacred fillet wreathed, 

Bis limbs in dazzling armour sheathed : 

He meets him, chases, lays him low. 

Stands o’er the immolated foe, 

And shadows him like night : 

Serestns on his shoulders proud 
Bears the bright arms, a trophy vowed 
To thee, stem lord of fight. 

Now Gseculus, of Vulcan’s seed, 

And Umbro, nursed in Marsian airs. 

Bid the spent war afresh to bleed ■ 

The Dardan chief against them fares. 
Stout Anxur’s hand and all his shield 
His sword has tumbled on the field ; 

Poor wretch I he deemed thatboastfiil word 
Conld turn the edge of spear or sword. 

And, proudly swelling to the spheres. 

Dreamed of hoar locks and length of years. 
E’en as the hero wreaked his wrath 
Came Tarquitus athwart his path. 

Whom Dryope to Fannus bore ; 

Refulgent armour cased him o’er 
The Dardan spear, with force addressed. 
Drives shield and corslet on his breast ; 

Then while in vam he ponrs his prayers 
And many a plea for life prepares. 

His shapely neck the falchion shares ; 

Down falls the body, reft of head, 

And thus .^neas taunts the dead ; 
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< Lie there, proud youth ! no mother dear 
Shidl lay yon on yonr father’s Her : 

Yoar corpse shall rot above the soil. 

The eagle’s and the raven’s spoil, 

Or drift unheeded down the flood, 

While hungry fish shall lick yonr blood * 
Anteens next and Lmcas die, 

The flower of Tomus’ chivalry. 

With Nnma, cast in valour’s mould. 

And Gamers with his looks of gold, 

Of noble Volsoens’ ancient strain, 

Who, lord of many a wide domain. 

O’er mute Aniyolss stretched his reign. 

As when of old .^gseon strove 
Against the majesty of Jove, 

With fifty heads, so legends say, 

A hundred hands, he waged the ftay , 

Each head disgorged a stream of fire 
To match the lightnings of the Sire ; 

Each hand flashed forth a sword, or pealed 
Responsive thunder on the shield ■ 

So, when ^Eneas’ blade was warmed. 

O’er all the plain at once he stormed. 

Now on Niphwus’ four-horse car 
And towering crest he turns the war ; 
Soon as the advancing coursers spied 
That dreedful port, that lofty-stride, 
Appalled they start, their lord unseat. 

And backward to the shore retreat. 

See Lucagus and lager nde 
In one fair chanot, side by side, 

One brother skilled the reins to guide, 
YiThile one the falifliion plies. 

.^neas stays their bold career, 

Conftonts them with uplifted spear ; 
When thus proud Liger cries : 
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*Not these the steeds of Diomed, 

Kor this Aohilles’ oar, 

Nor Phxygia’s plsins before you spread: 
This land shall see the invader dead, 

And terminate the war.* 

Thns Liger madly vaunts : the foe 
Speaks not, bnt answers with a blow. 

As Lncagns low bends him o’er 

The chariot's lim his steeds to smite, 
And with left foot advanced before. 

Prepares him for the donbtfnl fight, 
Jnst where the shield’s last satnres join 
Gomes the fell spear, and strikes the groin. 
He, from his chariot overthrown, 

Down topplmg, on the field lies prone ; 
And thns in sharp contemptnons strain 
.®nea8 glones o’er the slam • 

‘ So, fHend, no shadows seen from for 
Have tnrned to flight yonr luckless car ; 
No frightened horses caused its shame : 

Its nimble lord is all to blame.’ 

Then on the steeds his hand he laid. 

When sliding from the seat 
The wretched brother knelt and prayed, 

A snppbant at bis feet : 

* O, by your own illustrious worth, 

By those who gave such greatness birth. 
Brave chief of Troy, your suitor spare 
The warrior stopped his fiurther prayer • 

‘ Not thieve strain you breathed so late : 
Die ; brother should be brother’s mate.’ 
EQs sword unlocks the springs of breath, 
And opes a way to let in death. 

So plies the chief his work of blood 
Through the wide field, like torrent flood 
Or black tempestuous wind .- 
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Ascanins and his leagnered train 
Take heart, and issue on the plain, 

. And leave their camp behind 

Then Jove addressed the spouse of Jove : 

‘ Sweet sister mine and wedded love. 

Who now will do your judgment wrong ? 

’T is Venus makes these Trojans strong, 
Not those vain powers they deem are theirs. 
The hand that strikes, the soul that dares.’ 

‘ Ah why,’ she answered, ‘ gracious Sire, 
Torment a heart that fears your ire ? 

Had I the power I owned erewhile. 

The power that suits my queenly style, 

I then had moved your will 
That Tumus, rescued from the strife, 
Should yet enjc^ his precious life, 

And bless old Daunua still. 

Now let him die, though just and good. 

And glut his foes with guiltless blood. 

Tet from our race he draws his name ; 

From old Filumnus’ loins he came ; 

And altars, crowned with offerings fair, 
Attest his worth and claim your care.’ 

To whom in brief thns made reply 
The ruler of the ethereal sky ; 

‘ If all for Tumus you would crave 
Be respite from an open grave, 

And so my mind yon read. 

Let the doomed youth have space to fly* 
And ’scape awhile bis destiny : 

So much may Jove ounoede : 

But know, if ’neath your prayer yon hide 
Some deeper, larger boon beside, 

And think to change the war’s sat tide, 

’T is empty hope yon &edL’ 
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The qneen ratnrna with streamiiig eyes : 

‘ What if your heart shoald gire 
That ftirther boon your lip denies, 

And suffer him to lire P 
Now on the blameless victim wait 
The powers of doom, or blind to fete 
I wander all astray. 

Tet O ’ may Juno’s fears be vain, 

And He that can, in mercy deign 
To choose the better way ' ’ 

Then from the sky with eager haste 
She stoops, a storm-clond round her waist. 
And driving tempest as she flies, 

Down to the embattled hosts she hies. 

A phantom in ./Hneas’ mould 
She feshions, wondrous to behold. 

Of hollow shadowy cloud. 

Bids it the Dardan arms assume. 

The shield, the helmet, and the plume, 
Gives soulless words of swelling tone, 

And motions like the hero’s own, 

As stately and as proud ; 

Like gliding spectres of the dead. 

Or dreams that haunt the slumberer’s bod. 
Now, stalking in the battle’s van, 

The phantom menaces the man, 

And pours defiant cnes - 
Tumns comes on in swift career, 

And hni'\a from far his hurtling spear. 
When lo ' it turns and flics. 

Then Tumus deems his foe retires 
In craven flight, and instant fires 
With hope’s delusive glow : 

‘ .dElneaa ! why so fast ? ’ he cried ; 

‘ Desert not thus your plighted bride ; 
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The land yon aougfat for o’er the tide 
This hand aball soon bestow.’ 

So clamonring, he pnrsnes the qnest 
With brandished falchion bare, 

Not sees the transports of his breast 
Are lavished on the air. 

A ship stood fastened to the bank. 

With steps let down and sloping plank^ 

The same which king Osimus bore 
Across the sea from Closimn’s shore. 
Thither the feigned .<£neaa flies, 

And cowering as in covert lies , 

Tnrnus pursues, the bridge bestrides, 

And scales the vessel’s lofty sides. 

Scarce on the prow his foot had stept, 
Satumia breaks the band ; 

The galley down the waves is swept 
That ebb from off the strand ■ 

While through the plain with baffled wrath 
.ffllneas seeks bis foe. 

And hurries all that cross his path 
To Dis and Dea& below. 

And now no more the phautom hides. 

But melts in air on high. 

While Tumns o’er the ocean rides 
Fast as his bark can fly. 

Amazed, unthankflil for escape, 

He gazes on the fleeting shape. 

And thus in wild remonstrance cries 
With hands uplifted to the skies : 

‘ And couldst thou deem. Almighty Sire, 
Thy worshipper’s offence so dire 
To merit doom so sore P 
Whence came I P whither am I bomeP 
And must 1 jonmey home in booth, 
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Hbr e’er behold, ah wretch forlorn, 

The camp, the city more P 
And where are they, that gallant band, 
Who fieldward followed my command ? 

In Death’s fell grasp I left them all : 

I see them fly — see them fall — 

I hear their dying groans. 

What gulf will hide me from the day ? 
Have pity, O ye winds, I pray, 

And dash me on the stones ! 

’Tis Tnmns, yes, ’tie 1 that kneel ! 

Strand on the shoals this cursed keel. 

And whelm me where nor Butnle rout 
Ifor prying fame may find me out.* 

E’en thus he raves, and all distraught 
Whirls in an agony of thought. 

Or should he bury in hts side 

The hard cold steel, sure salve of pride. 

Or plunge in ocean, swim to shore, 

And tempt the Teuonan arms once more. 
Thnce had he rushed on either fate : 

Thnce Jove’s great spouse withstood, 
looked down with eyes compassionate, 

And checked his maddening mood. 

The swift wind wafts him o’er the foam. 
And bears him to his father’s home. 

Now, sped by promptings from the skies, 
Mezentius takes the field, and flies 
On 'Elroy’s triumphant van. 

With gathered hate and furious blows 
The Tyrrhene legions round him close, 

A nation ’gainst a man. 

He stands like rock that breasts the deep, 
Exposed to winds’ and waters’ sweep. 
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That bears all threats of sea and sky 
In undisturbed tranquillity. 
h\rst Dolichaon’s son he slew. 

Then Latagos and Palmus too ; 

That, as he stands, with ponderous stone 
He crushes, scattering brain and bone ; 

This, as he flies, with dexterous wound 
He tumbles hamstrung on the ground, 

There leaves him : Lausus wears his crest 
And gbttermg arms on brow and breast. 
Euantfaes smks beneath his spear. 

And Mimas, Paris’ loved compeer, 

Whom fair Theano bore 
To Amycus, the selfsame night 
When Troy’s fell firebrand sprang to light ; 
Now Paris ’neath his country’s walls 
Sleeps his last sleep, while Mimas falls 
On haiinm’B unknown shorn 
Like wild boar, driven from mountain height 
By cnes that scare and fangs that bite, 

In Yesulus’ pine-cinctured glen 
Long fostered, or Laurentum’s fen, 

’Mid reeds and mansh ground. 

Now, trapped among the hunters’ nets, 

His bristles rears, his tushes whets : 

None dares for very fear draw nigh j 
With arrowy war and furious cry 
They stand at distance round ; 

E’en thus, of all Mezentjus’ foes, 

None ventures hand to hand to close ; 

With deafening shouts and bended bows 
Their tyrant they assail ; 

He, churning foam, irom side to side 
Glares round, and irom his tough bull hide 
Shades off the brazen hail. 


A s 3 
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From ancient CoiTthns’ domain 
Had Aoron come, of Oredaji strain, 

Leaying bis spouse unwed : 

Him dealing death Mezentins spied 
Clad in the robe his lady dyed 

And crowned with plumage red : 

As lion ranging o’er the wold, 

Made mad by hunger uncontrolled. 

If dying roe his eyes behold 
Or lofty-antlered deer. 

Grins ghastly, rears his mane, and hangs 
O’er the rent flesh ; his greedy &ngB 
Dark streams of gore besmear: 

So springs Mezentins on the foe ■ 

Soon hes unhappy Acron low, 

Spurns the soaked ground with dying heel. 
And stains with blood the shivered steel. 

Now, as Orodes strides before, 

He deigns not to shed out his gore 
By javelin’s covert blow'j 
He heads, and meets him &ont to front, 

Not by base stealth but strength’s sheer bmnt 
* Prevailing o’er his foe 
Then, planting on the fallen his tread 
To free his spear, the conqueror said : 

' See, gallants, great Orodes slain ! 

Our foes have lost a limb ! ’ 

And at the word his joyous train 
Baise high the peean hymn 
The chief replies : ‘ Whate’er thy name. 

Not long shall be thy hour of pride ; 

The same dark powers thy presence claim. 
And soon shall stretch thee at my side.’ 
Mezentius answers, smiling stem : 

‘ Die thou : my &te is Jove’s concern.’ 
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This said, the javelin Scorn the wound 
He plncked with main and might : 

A heavy slnmber iron-bonnd 
Seals the dnll eyes in rest profound : 
They close in endless night. 

Now Cesdicns Alcathons ktUs, 
Hj’daspes' life Sacrator spLUs, 

And Orses and Parthenins feel 
The nnbated edge of Bapo’s steel : 

And l^caonian Erioete 

And Cloning to Messapns yield, 

This fallen beneath his horse’s feet, 

That foot to foot o’erthrown in field. 
Frond Agis pranced along the ground, 
But Valerns like his sires renowned 
The haughty Lycian slays ; 

Sahnv h(i<l sttioL'en Throning low, 

But quickly finds a deaullier foe, 

NeaJces, skilied the dart to throw 
Or send the arrow from the bow 
Through unsuspected ways. 

The God of war with heavy hand 
Impartial deals to either band 
The horrors of the fight : 

By turns they Bill, by turns they strike, 
Conquered and conquering, each alike 
Intolerant of flight. 

In Jove’s high courts the Gods afar 
Look sadly on the anending war, ^ 

And sigh that men to death decreed 
Should idly slaughter, idly bleed 
There Venus sits the fray to see, 
Saturnian Juno here : 

Down in the field Tisiphone 

Spreads havoc &r and near. 
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No'K', shfi^ng his trexnendoas lance, 
Mezentins makes renewed advance : 

Hnge as Onon’s frame appears. 

What time on foot be strides 
Through Nerens’ watery realm, and rears 
His shonlder o’er the tides, 

Or when, with ashen trunk in hand 
Uptom from mountain high. 

He plants his footstep on the land. 

His forehead in the sky : 

So towering high in steel array 
Mezentius marches to the fray. 

^neas marks him far away 

And hastes his mighty foe to meet : 

Firm stands the foe without dismay, 

Like column rooted to its seat : 

Then nicely measures with his eye 
The distance duo for lance to fly. 

‘ Now hear my prayer, my spear steel-tipped. 
And thou, my good right hand : 

A votive trophy, all equipped 

With spoils from yon false pirate stripped, 

• To-day, shall Lausus stand : ’ 

He spoke, and forth his Javelin threw 
From the broad shield apart it flew, 

And piercing deep ’twixt mde and flank 
In brave Antores frame it sank, 

Antores, who, from Argos sped, 

Once followed where Alcides led. 

Then to Evander’s fortunes clave. 

And took the home his patron gave 
Now, prostrate by an unmeant wound. 

In death he welters on the ground, 

And gazing on Italian skies 

Of his loved Argos dreams, and dies. 
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His javelin then ^neae cast ; 

Through triple plate of bronze it passed. 
Thick quilt, and hide three<fold, 

Till in the groin it lodged at last, 

But might not forther hold. 

.tSineas sees with glistening eye 
The Tuscan’s lifeblood flow, 

Plucks forth the &lchion from his thigh, 
And threats the wounded foe. 

Wlien Lausus thus his sire beheld, 

A heart-fetched groan he drew ■ 

Hot tears within his eyelids swelled, 

And tnckled down in dew. 

ITow let me,, glorious youth, relate 
Your gallant act, your piteous fate 
Perchance antiquity may plead 
For credence of so bright a deed 
'The sire, encumbered and unstrung, 

Moves backward o’er the field, 

And trails the spear the T’^ojan flung 
Still dangling from Ins shield 
Forth sprang the generous youth betwixt 
And fearless with the combat mixed . 

E’en as JBneas auued a stroke 
With upraised arm, its force be broke. 
Himself sustained the lifted blade. 

And, shield in hand, the conqueror stayed. 
Loud clamouring, the confederate train 
Protect the sire’s retreat. 

And on the foe at distance rain 
Their driviug arrowy sleet. 

With gathermg wrath .^neas glows, 

And, eased in armour, shuns the blows. 
As when the hail’s chill stores descend 
In tempest from the sVios 
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Each Bwain that ^at the plongh to tend 
To speedy covert flies. 

The traveller hides his fenceless bead 
In cavenied rock or torrent’s bed, 

Till parting clouds restore the sun, 

And man resumes the day begun ; 

So stands ^neas ’neath the blast 
Of -wintry war, till all be past. 

And chiding, threatening, seeks to stay 
Young Lausns from his bold essay : 

‘ Fond youth * -why rush so fast on fate, 

And spend your strength on task too great ? 
Love blinds you to impending ill ' — 

In -vain ; the fond youth rages still. 

And now more fierce the passions rise 
That lighten from the Trojan’s eyes. 

And Lausns’ miserable thread 
The hand of Fate at length must shred 
Lo ' with full force ^neaa drives 
The -weapon, and his bosom rives. 

Through the light shield that made him bold. 
The vest his mother -wove with gold, 

TiTe blade held on ■ his breast runs o’er 
With gargling rivulets of gore ; 

While to the phantom world away 
Flits the sad soul and leaves the clay. 

But when Anchises’ son surveyed 
The fair, fair fhee, so ghastly made. 

He groaned, by tenderness unmanned. 

And stra^hed the sympathiaing band. 

As reproduced he sees once more 
The love that to his sire he bore. 

‘ Alas ! what honour, hapless youth, 

To those great deeds, that soul of truth. 

Can good .^neas show ? 
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Keep the ams 7011 lored to wear : 
The lifeless corpse 1 yield to share 
(If thonght like this still claim your care) 
Yonr &thers‘ tomb below. 

Yet take this solace to the grave ; 

’T was great .i^neas’ hand that gave 
The inevitable blow.’ 

With that he chides his friends’ delay. 
And rears from earth the bleeding clay. 
Bedabbling tis it lay with gore 
The dainty locks so tnm before. 

Meantime the sire by Tiber’s flood 
Was staunching the yet flowmg blood. 

On tree’s broad bole recnmbent stayed 
And sheltered by its kindly shade. 

High on the branches hangs his casque : 
His arms, reposing from their task, 

In meadow-grasses rest : 

His mates stand round in iHendly ring : 
Panting and weak the wounded kmg 
Esses his faint neck, scattenng 
His beard adown his breast. 

Of Lausus oft he asks, and sends 
Full many a charge by hand of fnends 
To call him back from field. 

Alas ' e’en then the weeping tram 
Were bearing Lausus o’er the plain. 

The mighty by the mighty slain. 

And stretched upon his shield • 

The distant wail, prolonged and drear. 
Smote on the sire’s prophebo ear. 

At once in bitterness of woe 
He mars with dust his looks of snow. 

His hands to heaven despairing flings. 
And fondly to the body clings. 


S6t 
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‘ My Bon ! and held I life so sweet, 

That I, your sire, could let you meet 
For me the foeman’s steel. 

By your last gasp preserve my breath, 

Kept living by my darling’s death P 
Aye, now is exile’s woe complete. 

Now, now my wound I feel ' 

Dear child' I stained your glorious name 
By my own crimes, driven out to shame 
From my ancestral reign 
My country’s vengeance claimed my blood • 
Wretch ! had I suffered where I stood, 

By all her javelins slain ' 

Now ’mid my kind I linger still 
And live : but leave the light I will ’ 

Thus as he pours the-bitter cry 
He rears him on hts crippled thigh. 

And, though the deep wound slacks Ins speed. 
Calls proudly for Ins warrior steed , 

The warrior steed he wont to ride. 

His consolation and bis pride, 

Which ever still, at fall of night, 

Had borne him conqueror from the tight • 

And thus bespeaks in kindly tone 
The beast whose sorrow matched his own 
‘ Long have we fared through life, old fnend. 
If aught be long that death must end 
Now, Bhesbus, will we twain to-day 
A glorious trophy bear away, 

The Trqjiin’s arms and severed head. 

In vengeance for my Lausus dead ■ 

Or if the vantage be denied, 

We twain will pensb side by side . 

For ne’er, I ween, my gallant horse, 

Will soul so generous stoop perforce 
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To other masterj, nor deign 

That Trojan hand shonld sleek thy mane.’ 

He said, and mounting to his selle 
Pressed the proud sides he knew so well. 

In either hand a javelm took, 

And his plumed crest disdainful shook . 

So rushed he on the foe, 

While kindling in each throbbing vein 
A warrior’s pride, a father's pain 
With mingled madness glow 
Three times he called .Eneas’ name 
.3E!neiis hears the loud acclaim, 

And prays with fierce delight, 

‘ Grant, mighty Jove, Apollo, grant 
This challenge prove no empty vaunt > 

Begin, begin the fight ' ’ 

Ho said, and with uplifted spear 

Confronts the foe in mid career 

But lie ‘ Wliat means this threatening strain 

To fright me, now my child is slain K 

’T was thus, and thus alone your dart 

Could penetrate Mezentius’ heait 

I fear not death, nor ask to live, 

ITor quarter take from Heaven, nor give. 
Forbear : I come to meet my end. 

And these my gifts before me send ’ 

He speaks, and at the word he wings 
A javelin at the foe . 

Then circling round in rapid rings 
Another and another flings • ^ 

The good shield bides each blow 
Thnce, fiercely hurling spears on spears. 

From right to left he wheeled : 

Thnce, facing round as he careers. 

The steely grove the Trojan bears. 

Thick planted on his shield. 
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At length, impatient of delay, 

Wearied with plucking speara away. 
Indignant at the unequal &ay, 

His wary fence he leaves. 

And, issuing with resistless force. 

The temples of the gallant horse 
With darted javehn cleaves. 

The good steed rears and wildly sprawls, 
Distracted with its wound ; 

Then heavily on the rider falls. 

And pins him to the ground. 

Fierce shouts, enkindling all the air, 

From either host Evrise : 

Forth springs the chief, with falchion bare, 
And thus tnumphant cries ; 

‘ Say, where is proud Mezentius now ? 

Where sleep the terrors of his brow P ’ 
Recovering sense, with upturned eye 
The Tuscan, gasping, made reply : 

‘ Stem foe, why waste your threatening breath 
He wrongs me not, who works my death. 
When late I dared you to the strife, 
t made no covenant for life. 

Nor he, my Lausus, e’er such pledge 
Accepted from your weapon’s edge. 

One boon (if vanquished foe may crave 
The victor’s grace) I ask, a g^ve. 

My wrathful subjects round me wait : 

Protect me from their savage hate. 

And let me in the tomb enjoy 
The presence of my slaughtered boy.’ 

He said, and to the conqueror’s sword 
His throat unshrinking gave : 

The lifeblood, o’er his armour poured. 

Spreads wide its crimson wave. 
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Morn rose meanbime firom ocean’s bed : 
^neas, though his comrades dead 
His instant care invite, 

Still vrildered by the bloody day, 

Yet hastes his votive dnes to pay 
With dawn of earhest light 
An oak with branches lopped all round 
He plants upon a lofty mound. 

And hangs with armour bright, 
Mezeutins' warrior panoply, 

A glorious trophy, vowed to thee. 

Great ruler of the fight 
There stands the helm, besprent with gore. 
The spent snapped darts in life he bore. 

The hauberk mail, whose twisted rows 
Twelve ghastly apertures disclose : 

The buckler on the left is hung, 

And from the neck the fidchion slung. 

Then thus the conqueror addressed 
The exulting chiefs who round him ^Iressed 
‘ A mighty deed, my friends, is done : 

The foture craves no fear ; 

These spoils are &om the tyrant won ; 

See battle’s first-fruits here 1 
Behold, the great Meeentius stands, 

The master- work of these my hands ! 
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Look next to march where glory calls, 

To king Lstmas and the walls ; 

Let courage dream of deeds of might, 

And dazzling hope forestall the fight ; 

So, when at last in prosperous hour 
Heaven bids us marshal forth our power, 
Ho ignorance shall breed delay. 

Ho coward fears our onset stay 
How turn we to our comrades slain. 

The mighty dead that load the plain. 

And pay to each the rites we owe. 

The sole sad joy that spectres know 
Haste we,’ he cries, ‘ consign to earth 
The flesh that clothed those souls of worth. 
Who gave their precious lives to win 
This land of ours for us, their km : 

First send we to Evander’s town 
Brave Pallas, heir of high renown. 

Whose hopeful day has set too soon, 
O’ercast by darkness ere its noon ' 


So spake he, dropping tears like dew , 

Then sought the tent agam, 

Where old Acoetes, liegeman true. 

Was watching o’er the slain. 

Aceetes, who in times of yore 
Evander’s arms in batlde bore. 

Since called fate less kind to tend 
The royai' heir, his guide and friend 
The gathered menials round him stand. 

And dames of Troy, a mourning band, 

Their flowing locks unbound. 

Soon as .iSneas meets their sight. 

They shriek to heaven, their breasts they smite : 
The walls return the sound. 



BOOK XL 


36; 


There when he saw the pillowed head, 

The bloodless features of the dead; 

And on the ivory breast displayed 
The wound that Tnrnus’ javelin made; 

Once more the pitying tear he shed, 

And words their utterance found : 

‘ Unhappy youth ! and can it be 

That Fortune, in her happier hour. 

Has grudged you to partake with me 
The spectacle of new-won power. 

And homeward nde in conquering car, 
Triumphant from the field of war ** 

Not such the oath I swore that day 
To j our lorn father, old and grey. 

When, ere he sped me on my way. 

He clasped my hand in fond embrace, 
And warned me, fierce would prove the fray, 
* And stem the temper of the race. 

E’en now perchance by hope beguiled 
He makes oblation for his child, 

And calls on Heaven to save , 

We sadly render to the shade 
Whose every debt to Heaven is paid 
The due that spectres crave 
’T is yours, ill-fated, to behold 
The son yon look for dead and cold ! 

Is this onr proud procession P these 
Our triumph’s boasted pageantries, 

And this the pledge I gave ? 

But not from field of battle chased. 

By ignominious wounds disgraced, 

Your darling shall return. 

Nor yon, hia father, pray for death 
To stop your scant remains of breath. 

While he survives in scorn 
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Mourn, sad Ansonia’ mourn thy fate, 
Left of thy gnardian desolate, 

And thou, Inins, monm ' ’ 

His 'wailing o’er, he gives command 
To raise the monmftil load. 

And bids a thousand of his band 
Attend its homeward road. 

With charge to comfort and condole; 
Weak cordial to the ftither’s soul. 

Yet such as fhendship owed - 
While others weave without delay 
Of oaken branch and arbute spray 
A funeral bier, and deftly spread 
Soft leaves above the pliant bed. 

There high on rural couch displayed 
The body of the youth is laid ; 

So cropped by maiden’s finger lies 
A hyacinth or •nolet ; 

Its graceful mould, its glowing dyes 
Undimmed, unwasted yet, 

^Though parent earth afford no more 
The vital juice it drank before 
Next brings -the chief two mantles fair 
Deep dyed 'with dazzling red , 
Phoamcia’s hapless queen whilere. 

So prodigal of loving care. 

Had wrought them for her hero’s wear 
And pranked with golden thread. 
Full Booif with one the lifeless firame 
In funeral guise he wound : 

The tresses that must feed the flame 
With one be mnfSed round. 

Then at his word in long array 
The attendants marshal forth the prey, 
M^orials of Laurentum’s imj ; 
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And weapons from, the foeman ta’en 
And fiery obargers stroll the train. 

There walk with hands &st bound behind 
The yictim prisoners, designed 
Por slaaghter o’er the flames ; 

And mighty warriors march erect 
’Ifeath tranks witU%rms of foemen decked 
And marked with hostile names. 

Then sad Acoetes, worn with years, 

Moves on, by others led ; 

His breast he beats, his cheeks he tears. 
And rolls on earth outspread. 

There too is seen the dead man’s car, 
Blood-spnnkled from Bntnlmn war. 

Then ASthon comes, his trappings dofied. 
The warrior’s gallant horse : 

Big drops of pity oft and oft 
• Adown his visage course. 

In sad procession others bring 
The lauce and helm : the Butfile king 
Is lord of all but those : 

And Teucrian, Tuscan, Arcad bands. 
Their spears inverted in their hands. 

The mournful pageant close. 

How, as the tram at length goes by, 
^neas speaks with deep-drawn sigh ; 

‘ Fate calls ns other tears to shed. 

And we must needs obey : 

Hml, mighty firstling of the dead ; 

Hail and &rewell for aye ! ’ 

Then turns him back, the greeting said. 
And campward takes his way. 

Now &om Laurentum’s town appear 
Ambassadors sedate and grave ; 
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Thi<^ oliva bongbs in band they bear. 

And for indolgence orare : 

Be burial granted to the slain 
Whose mangled bodies load the plain : 

Bo war may soldier 'wsf^e, they say, 

With vanquished men and senseless clay : 
Who once his hosts, his kiff were styled ' 
Should find him e’en in victory mild. 

The good .^ness owns their plea, 

And thus bespeaks them courteously ■ 

‘ What mischief, Latians, makes yon slight 
Our proffered love, and plunge in fight P 
Ask ye that war in death may cease ? 

Fam would I grant the living peace. 

I had not sought yon, but the voice 
Of oracles compelled my choice ; 

Fate bade me here my city place ; 

Bor war I with the Latian race 

Bo , ’t was your king forsook his word, 

And Tumus’ arms to mine preferred. 

If Tnrnus waked the flames of strife, 

•’T were just that Tumus risked his life. 

To end the war by force of hand 
And drive the Trojans from the land, 

If such his boast, his part had been 
To meet me here with blade as keen, 

And be had bved who won the right 
From favouring Gods or inborn might. 

60 now, prepare the funeral pyre, 

And givmyour hapless Mends to fire.’ 

He ended. WOdered with amaze 
In silence each on each they gaze. 

Then Drances, he whose age pursued 
The Daunian youth with bitter feud, 
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Still prompt injarioaB taunts to fling. 

Makes answer to Dardama’s king • 

* O great in fitme, in deeds more great ! 

What eloquence your worth can mate ? 

Say, which may first oar praise demand, 

The jnst man’s heart, the brave man's hand ? 
Soon shall this gratdfal tram conv^ 

Back to our peers the words yon say. 

And, let bat chance the means afford, 

Unite yon to ear gracioas lord. 

Should Tnmns gainsay or deny. 

Let Tnmns seek some new ally. 

Nay, Latinm’s sons shall spend their pains 
To build the walls yonr ft.te ordains. 

And nerve and smew task with joy 
In shonldermg up the stones of Troy.’ 

So Drances spoke : and all the rest 
With loud acclaim their mind expressed 
For twice six days a truce is fixed. 

And there, while concord reigns betwixt, 
Tencrian and Ijstin, freely mixed. 

O’er hill and woodland stray 
The sharp axe rings upon the ash ; 
Heaven>kiBsing elms in ruin crash ; 

The forceflil wedg^ with stroke on stroke 
Splits cedam core and heart of oak ; 

And bullocks, groaning ’neath the yoke, 
Bear the full wains away. 

Now Fame, sad harbinger of grief. 

Gomes flying to the Arcadian chief. 

And fills with doleful trumpet-blast 
The palace and the town ; 

Fame, whose shrill voice, a moment past^ 
Had told the tale of slaughter vast 
And Pallas’ young renown. 

« a 2 
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Swifb through the gate Arcadia’e bands 
Four forth, with torches in their hands, 
So ancient role ordainsr 
The highway glimmers, sadly bright. 

One hne of long funereal light, 

That parts the dusky plains. 

Now, marching monmnilly along. 

The Phrygians join their waihng throng. 
The matrons see the crowd draw nigh 
And rend the heaven with piercing cry. 
No force can old Evander stay : 

With breathless haste he takes his way, 
And &llmg on the rested bier 
Hangs o’er Ins child with groan and tear , 
At last the refluent wave of woe 
Gives scanty room (or speech to flow - 
‘ O Pallas ' parting from your sire 
Par other pledge yon gave, 

To moderate your martial fii-e 
Nor war’s worst fury brave ’ 

I knew the young blood’s maddening play, 
• The charm of battle’s first essay. 

0 valour blighted in the flower ' 

O first dread drops of war’s full shower ! 

O prayers unheard, rejected vows, 

And thon, my lost, my sacred spouse, 

Blest in thy death, nor spared to see 
This uttermost calanuty, 

While 1 have overlived my span. 

To lingOt* on, a childless man ! 

Ah ! had 1 joined the Dardan tram. 

And fidlen by Bntnle javehns slain. 

And this your escort of the dead 
Cmiveyed me home in Pallas’ stead ! 

Nor you, ye Trepans, I upbraid. 

The faith we swore, the league we made; 
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A lot like this, of hopeless tears, 

Was dee to my decliaing years. 

If early death was his decreed, 

’T was comfort that he thus should bleed, 

As Troy to Latium’s walls he led 

Through fields his aiun with death had spread. 

Nor e’en for you, dear child, could sire 

A worthier sepulture desire 

Than this which good .^neas deigns 

In honour to your loved remains. 

Where Phrygia’s mightiest shed the tear 
And all Etruria tends the Uer. 

Proud trophies to your praise they yield, 

The chiefs you tumble on the field : 

Thou, Turnns, too hadst swelled his fame, 

A mighty trunk with armour bung. 

Had time but made his years the same. 

His arm with equal vigour strung. 

But why with helpless wail delay 
A host impatient for the fray ^ 

Qo, to your gallant prince remit 
My charge, upon your memory writ : 

If thus bereaved I linger yet, 

’T is from your hand to claim my debt. 

The life of Tnmus, doubly due 
To Pallas and his father too : 

This niche alone is vacant still 
For fortune and desert to filL 
Hot now to glad this life of mine 
I ask — forbid it, powers divine ! 

No ; down to darkness I would bear 
The joy, and with my darKng share.* 

Meantime the giacions Dawn displays 
To wretched men her genial rays, 

And calls to work once more : 
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Stout Tarchoa and the Tiojan sire 
Axe rearing manj a feneral pyre 
Along the winding shore. 

Here, as his eountry’s rites ordain, 

£ach brings his brave compatriots slain. 
And while the dnsk flames mount on high 
A veil of darkness shrouds the sky. 

Thrice ride they round each lighted pyre. 
Encased in glittering mail. 

Thrice circle the funereal fire. 

And rake their piercing wail. 

Earth, armour, all with tears are dewed, 
Aud warrior shouts and clarions rude 
The vanit of heaven assail. 

There others on the etnhers throw 
Bach booty, reft from slaughtered foe. 

The helm, the ivory-hilted steel. 

The bndle and the glowing wheel : 

While some cast in the dead man’s gear. 
The treacherous shield, the luckless spear. 
Around they butcher herds of kine, 

• Aud soothe the shades with bristly swine. 
And cattle, from the ncnghbonring mead 
Swift harried, o’er the death-fires bleed. 
Far down the line of coast they gaze 
On kinsmen shrivelling in the blaze. 

And fondly watch the bier, 

Nor tear them from the hallowed ground. 
Till dewy night the sky itills ronnd 
Add makes the stanrs appear. 

Sad Latium for her part the while 
Builds otherwhere full many a pile ; 

Some on the field thrir slain inhume. 
Some send them forth to distant tombv 
Or to the city bear; 
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The rest in uodistingiiiahed mass 
The^ bam, anheeding rank or class ; 

The wide plains flicker through the gloom 
With ghastly funeral glare 
And now the third return of day 
Had made the dewy night give way : 

Sighing they tumble from each pyre 
The hills of mingled dust, 

And heap them, tepid from the fire, 

With mounded earthen crust. 

But in the royal city chief 

Swell loud and high the sounds of grief ; 

There mothers of their sons bereft. 

Young bndea to widowed misery left. 

Fond hearts of sisters, nigh to break. 

And orphan boys their wailmg make, 

Cry malison on Tumus’ head 
And execrate his bndal bed ; 

Who fam would wear Italia’s crown 
Alone to battle should come dbwn. 

To triumph or to fall. 

Loud clamours Drances, and attests 
In Tumus' hand the issue rests, 

For him the Trojans call. 

And Turnus too can boast his throng 
With voices manifold and strong : 

The cherished favour of the queen 
Protects him with a mighty screen. 

And many a deed of valour bold 
And trophy won his fame uphold. 

While thus men’s passions heave and rage 
And tumult fiercest bums. 

With doleful news the embassage 
From Diomed returns ; 

’T is idly spent, their toil and pain. 

Gifts, gold, entreaties, all in vam : 
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Elsewhere must Latium seek relief. 

Or yield her to the Trojan chief. 
Latinos qoails, and bends him low 
Before the giant ware of woe . 
Heaven’s wrath in sad reverses read, 
The earth new mounded o’er the dead. 
All warn him with presaging voice 
jEnens is the Grods’ tme choice : 

So Latinm’s wisest sons he calls 
To council in the palace halls. 

They meet, and flooding all the road 
Stream onward to their king’s abode : 
Midmost, in age and state the chief. 
Latinos sits with face of grief, 

Invites the lately-missioned train, 

And bids them point by point explain. 
Then talk is stilled, and Venolus, 

The charge obeying, answers thns • 

‘ Townsmen of Latiom ’ we have seen 
King Diomed in his home : 

Each penloos chance that lay between 
Is mastered and o’ercome ; 

The hand that levelled Iliom’s towers 
In friendship has been clasped in onrs. 
We found him on his work intent. 

By might of victor band 
Bearing an Argive settlement 
In lapygian land. 

Admission to his presence gained, 

And privi^ge of speech obtained. 

We tender gifts to bny his grace, 
Inform him of our name and race. 

Tell who onr foe, and what the canse 
Onr embassy to Arpi draws. 

He bears, and with untroubled eye 
And coorteooB accmt m^es reply : 
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“ Blest nations of Ansonian strain, 

The heirs of Saturn's golden reign, 

What chance disturbs your peace, and goads 
To rush on war’s untrodden roads? 

All, all our chiefs who erst cooubmed 
To sweep the Trojans from mankind 
(Let pass the sufferings in the field, 

The dead by Simois* ware concealed) 

Alike have drained ’neath every sky 
The cup of penal agony, 

A hapless crew, whose lorn estate 
E’en Priam would compassionate, 

As Pallas’ baleful star can tell. 

And grim Gaphareus knows too well. 

The penis of our warfare o’er. 

Outcast we fly ftom shore to shore ; 

Lo, Menelaus borne away 
To Proteus’ pillars all astray > 

Ulysses, sorest tned of men, 

’^eath .^tna sees the Cyclop^’ den. 

What need to tell of Pyrrhus slain, 
IdomeneuB expelled his reign, 

And Locrians driven, their country lost. 

To make their homes on Libya’s coast ? 

E’en he, Mycenae's mighty lord, 

"Who led us when at Troy we warred, 

In his own hall shed out his life 
By hand of his adulterous wife : 

As Asia sinks in fight subdued. 

The paramour takes up the fend. 

O jealous Heaven, that no return 
To hapless Diomed allows. 

To see his home’s dear altars bum 
And greet his wished-for spouse 
Hay, dreadful prodigies of ill 
With ghastly presencejhound me still : 
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My comrades lost before my eyes 
Are tamed to birds, and wiii^ the skies, 
Haunt, cruel change, the banks of streams. 
And dll the rocks mth piteous screams. 
Such was the extremity of fate 
On my tranagpression doomed to wait. 

E’er smce with heavenly ichor stained 
My javehn Venus’ hand profaned. 

Then ask me not to tempt anew 
The fight whose memory yet 1 me . 

Since Ilium tumbled from its base, 

I war not with the Tencrian race , 

Nor joy nor memory have I 
Of sufferings vanished and gone by. 

The presents that your country sends 
May make you yet .dilneas’ friends. 

Myself have faced him on the field 
And tried the combat's chance , 

I know the arms hts iiand can wield, 

The thunder of hiS Lifted shield. 

The lightning of his lance 
Two chiefs beside in strength as great 
• Had Ida's region borne, 

Troy’s sons had knocked at Argos’ gate 
Unbidden, and reverse of fate 
Had made Achaia monm 
Count up the weary months we spent 
’Heath Ihum’s stubborn battlement, 

*T was Hector’s and .Eneas’ power 
Delayed si^long the conquering hour, 

Till in the tenth slow year it came 
At last, with halting feet and lame. 

Brave warriors both alike ; but he, 
^neas, first in piety. 

Join hands in peace, if so ye may. 

But meet not arms with arms^n fray.” 
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Thus spoke, mj lord, the monarch sage. 
And thus he judged the war we wage.' 

The ambassadors had scarcely done. 
Loud murmurs through the council run, 
Of multiform intent ; 

So, checked rocks, the rapid flood 
Chafes wildly, loth to be withstood, 

And struggles for a vent. 

While bank and river-side around 
Kemurmur to the impatient sound. 

Soon as the hum of tongues was stayed 
And the wild storm in quiet laid. 

Due preface to the Gods addressed. 

The king enthroned his mind expressed. 

‘ 1 would, ye peers, that Latiam’s state 
At earlier time bad claimed debate. 

Nor I been driven a court to call 
With foemen clustering rouhd our wall. 
A fearful war, my fnends, is ours. 

Waged with a race of godlike powers : 

No wounds their energy can tame : 

Win they or lose, they fight the some: 
Who thought on Diomed to rely 
Must lay that hope for ever by ; 

Each from himself his hope must seek ; 
But hopes like ours, alas ! are weak. 

How low has &Uen our common weal 
Your eyes can see, your Benses feeV 
I censure none ; each gallant man 
Has done the most that valour can : 

The forces of a nation’s life 
Have all been lavished on the strife. 

Now hearken while 1 show the soheme 
My doubting thoughts the wisest deem. 
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Where Tiber irrigates the plain, 

A tract there lies, my own domain, 
Stretching beyond the bonnds possessed 
By old Sicanians, far a- west ; 

The Bintnles and Anmnoans till 
Its mingled range of dale and hill. 

Scar the rude mountain with their ploughs, 
And hid their herds the thickets browse. 
That tract, that slope of mountain pme. 

To Troy I purpose to resign : 

Let peace an equal rule ordain 

And make them partners in our reign : 

There let the wanderers sit them down. 

If such their wish, and build their town 
But should they other lands desire 
And from our soil may yet retire, 

Twice ten good vessels lot us build 
Or more, if more may well be filled ; 

Good store e’en now of seasoned wood 
Is hewn and lying hj the flood ; 

Fix they the rate and number ; we 
Give fittings, brass, and labour free, 

Ldt too ambassadors be sent 
Whose pleading may the peace cement, 

A hundred men, of noblest race. 

Boughs in their hands, to sue for grace. 
With gifts of ivory and of gold, 

A talent each by measure told, 

And these the emblems of our reign. 

The tbrone,«the robe of purple grain. 

Give counsel for the general need. 

And stanch the wounds that newly bleed.' 

Then Dtanoes, he whom Tumns’ &me 
Still kindled into jealous flame, 
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Lavish, and dowered with wordj skill, 

In battle spiritlesa and ohtll. 

At council-board a name of weight. 

Powerful in faction and debate. 

His mother’s house to kings allied. 

Inglorious on his father’s side, 

Stands up, and thus with artfiil phrase 
Fans smouldering passion into blaze : 

‘ Too plain the answer that you seek. 

Good king, nor needs my voice to speak : 

The state’s true interest none dispute. 

But muttering terror holds them mute. 

Lot him the while free speech ‘allow. 

And calm the thunder of his brow, 

Whose ill-starred fate, whose unblest pride. 
Sent for our sins the war to guide — 

Aye, though with arms and death be threat 
My safety, he shall hear me yet — 

Have quenched the life of many a chief. 

And plunged a city deep in §rief. 

While, trusting to retreat, he trios 
Troy’s camp, and menaces the skies. 

Send one gift more, great prince, besides 
The rest your caro for Troy provides, 

One more , nor lot tempestuous frown 
Or bluster bear your purpose down. 

But give your child a fitting lord. 

And bind two realms in firm accord. 

Nay, if such craven fear we feel. 

Let Latium to her master kneel, a 
Pray him of grace his claim to waive 
And yield what king and country crave. 

Why drive to death your nation still, 

O guilty cause of all this ill f 
No hope from war : for peace we sue, 

For peace, and peace’s sanction true. 
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See, I, the man yon feign your foe 
(Nor core I thongh in tmth ’t were bo), 

First of the train the snit begin : 

Have mercy on yonr wretched kin, 

Allay yonr pnde, confess defeat. 

And ronted from tike strife retreat * 

Suffice it ns, those heaps of killed. 

Those fields nnpeopled and nntilled. 

Or if ambition yet has charms, 

]f courage thus yonr bosom warms, 

If spousal kingdoms seem so sweet. 

Be bold, your rival’s arm to meet. 

Forsooth, that an'impeiial bnde 
May gratify our Tarans’ pnde, 

We, worthless sonls, must needs be swept 
To death, unbnried and unwept. 

Now, if one generous spark remains 
Of native fire m those dull veins. 

Front him that calls yon, eye to eye. 

And, oft defied, in* turn defy ! ’ 

That taunt the rage of Tumus woke : 

^e groaned and into utterance broke . 

‘ High, Drances, swells your stream of words, 
When battle daims not tongues but swords : 
When council gathers to the hall. 

You still ore there, the first of all ; 

But needs not now the court to fill 
With that big talk you vent at will 
While ramparts yet the foe repel, 

Nor choked-np moats with carnage swell. 
Then roll your thunders, storm and rave ; 

Be Tumus coward, and Drances brave : 

Since yours the band that heaps our plain 
With trophied trunks and hills of slain. 

What valour at its heat can do 
We twain may try, myself and you : 
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No distant foemen wait onr call ; 

Behold them mustered rosnd the wall ! 
Come, march we forth to meet the foe ! 
What, Drances linger ? why so slow ? 

Has Mars found out no worthier seat 
Than that loose tongue, those flying feet P 
Confess defeat I routed P I ? 

Who dares retail that cankerous he ^ 

Who, that has seen old Tiber’s flood 
Foaming and swollen with Dardan blood, 
Evander’s stock at once laid low. 

And Arcads vanquished at a blow ? 

Not Bitias thus and Pandarns found 
The hand that brought them to the ground. 
Or the great host to death I sent 
By trench and hostile rampart pent. 

“ No hope from war ” Go, dotard, drone 
In ears of Dardans, or your own j 
Spread wild alarms, extol the powers 
Of tWice-foiled tribes, disparage ours 
Now Myrmidons are all afraid 
Of conquering Phrygpa’s ruthless blade ; 
Now fails the heart of Diomede 
And Peleus’ Larissssan seed, 

And Aufidns recoils with dread 
From Hadna to his fountain head. 

Or hear the trickster when he feigns 
He cowers before my threatening strains. 
And, counterfeiting fear, forsooth. 

Adds venom to his serpent tooth ! 

No, Drances , ne'er shall yon resign 
Such life as yours to hand of mine - 
No ; let it dwell with you, nor quit 
A mansion for its use so fit. 

Now, gracious Sire, my thoughts return 
To that your theme of high concern. 
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If, bafiSed, you relinquish, hope 

That Latiuin’s arms -with Troy may cope, 

If our estate have fallen so low, 

Crushed by a single overthrow, 

Nor Fortune can her steps retrace, 

Stretch we weak hands and sue for grace. 
Tet O ' were aught of valour here. 

Sure his were deemed the happiest cheer. 
Who, sooner than behold such stain, 

* Fell prone, and dying bit the plain. 

But if resonroes still are ours. 

Unbroken still our martial powers, 

If Italy e’en yet affords 

Fresh tribes to draw their friendly swords. 

If Trojan blood in streams has run 
To gain the vantage Troy has won 
(For they too have their deaths, the blast 
Of withenng war o’er all has passed). 

Why fail we on the threshold ? why, 

Ere sounds the tAimpet, quake and fly ? 

Time, tod, and circumstance full oft 
A humbled cause have raised aloft, 

5t.nd Fortune whom she mocked before 
Has placed on solid ground once more. 
^Sitolian Diomede will send 
No help our efforts to befriend ; 

But brave Messapus yet is here, 

Tolumnius too, auspicious seer. 

And all the chiefs of all the bands 
That sweliour ranks from neighbouring lands 
Nor scant the trophies that await 
The flower of Latium’s own estate, 

Camilla too, the Yolscian maid, 

Her horsemen brings in steel arrayed. 

If ’t is on me the Trojans call 
And my one life imperils all, 
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Nofc all BO weak these hands of mine 
That I the combat shonld decline. 

Nay, though Achilles’ self be there 
And Yulcan make him arms to wear, 

I yet will meet him. Here I stand, 

I, Tumns, like my fathers manned. 

And pledge the life yonr needs require 
To yon and to my own wife’s sire 
’T is I the Phiygian claims to meet : 
Fray Heaven the challenge he repeat. 
Nor in my stead let Drances pay 
His forfeit breath or wm the day < ’ 

Thus they in passionate debate 
The weary hours prolong . 

^neas through the encampment’s gate 
Leads forth his armed throng. 

A messenger comes hastening down 
And fills the palace and the town 
With tumult and dismay*,' 

‘ The Trojan and the Tuscan train 
From Tiber pour along the plain 
In battle’s stem array.’ 

A turmoil takes the public mind , 

Their passions flame, by furious wind 
To conflagration blown : 

At once to arms they fain would fly : 

‘ To arms ’ ’ the youth impatient cry : 

The old men weep and moan. 

A dissonance of various cries 
Keeps swelling, soaring to the skies. 

As when in lofty wood 
Birds settle, lighting in a dond. 

Or swans make clangor hoarse and loud 
Along Padnsa’s flood. 
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‘ Aye, Bit,’ cries Tttnms, striking in 
As for an instant flag^ the din, 

‘ Sit still, and 'while of peace yon prate 
Let foemen armed assail yoi^ gate ! ’ 

He spoke, and speaking rnshed away : 
‘Ton, Volnsus, in arms array 

The Volscians’ warlike power ; 

Lead out the Butnles : Coras too, 

Catiline, and Messapns, yon 

Witli horse the champaign scour. 

Let others every inlet guard, 

And on the towers keep watch and ward . 
The residue myself obey, 

And follow where I point the way.’ 

Forth £rom the city, one and all. 

They rush, and hurry to the wall : 
Latmus, bowed with gnef, adjourns 
The council and its high concerns. 

And oft himself he blames, 

Who gave not to‘'his daughter fair 
A husband, to the state an heir. 

Nor owned the Trojan’s claims, 
before the gates some trenches make, 

Or load their backs -with stone and stake 
The trump peals shrill and clear ; 
Matrons and boys enring the wall 
In close array : the last dread call 
Besounds in every ear. 

Now up to Pallas’ rock-built fane 
The quean amid a matron train 
Is borne in stately car ; 

With her Lavmia, maiden chaste, 

Her lovely eyes to earth abased, 

Fair author of the war. 

Beneath the dome the matrons crowd, 
And bid the incense smoke. 
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And thuB witli lamentation, load 
Tbe gnardian power invoke ; 

‘ Tritoi^ian maiden, name of fear, 

Controller o&the fraj, 

0 break the Phrygian pirate’s spear ! 

Himself in dnat, protectress dear, 

Beneath our rampart lay ! ’ 

Impatient Tnmns, all ablaze. 

His manly limbs for fight arrays. 

Now mailed with chainwork round his breast. 
His legs in golden coishes dressed. 

His head still bare to view. 

He flashed in armour’s golden pride. 

His sword loose han^ng from bis side. 

As down the height he flew ; 

"With fervid heat his spirits glow, 

And eager hope forestalls the foe. 

As when, his halter snapped, the steed 
Darts forth, rejoicing to be freed. 

And ranges o'er the open mead. 

Keen life in every limb ; 

Now hies he to the pastured mares. 

Now to the well-known river fares, 

Where oft he wont to swim : 

He tosses high his head, and neighs : 

His mane o'er neck and shoulder plays. 

And now Camilla at the gates 
With Volscian troops his coming waits. 

Queen as she was, with gracefal spefd 
She lighted instant from her steed ; 

Her train the like observance pay. 

While, standing, she begins her say : 

‘ Tnrnus, if valiant lips may boast 
What valiant hands can do, 
c c 2 
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Myself will front the Trojan host 
And Tycrhene horseman crew : 

Let me the field’s first peril brave : 

Bide yon at home, the town to save.’ 

With wondering eyes the chief surveyed 
The terrible yet lovely maid : 

Then thus • ‘What thanks can speech command. 
Fair glory of the Italian land ^ 

But now, since praise must needs despair 
To match yonr worth, my labour share. 

.^neas — so my scouts explore — 

Has sent bis cavalry before 
To gallop to the town • 

He with his footmen armed for fight 
Along the monntain's wooded height 
At leisure marches down. 

In that dark passage I prepare 
The invading Trojan to ensnare, 

That men in arms on each side set 
May clasp him as in hunter’s net. 

You marshal your embattled force 
To grapple with the Tuscan horse ; 

Messapus shall attend yonr side, 

And Latium’s troop the charge divide, 

And brave Tiburtus’ missioned host ; 

Yourself assume the loader’s post.’ 

This said, with like address he plies 
Messapus and his tried allies ; 

Then quickly on his errand hies. 

There is # valley, dusk and blind, 

For martial stratagem designed ■ 

Its narrow walls with foliage black, 

And strait and scant the pathway’s track. 
Above there lies a tahle>land 
High on the fisur hill-top, 
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Where warlike deeds zoight well be planned, 
Or would men combat band to hand, 

Or on the ridge in shelter stand 
And rocky fragments drop. 

The well-known way the warrior takes, 

And in the wood his ambush makes. 


Meanwhile Diana, high in air. 

To Opis at her side, 

Her huntress-comrade, chaste and fair, 

In mournful accents cried : 

‘ There goes Camilla to the fight. 

In those our arms all vainly dight, 

Beloved beyond the rest ; 

For not of yesterday there came 
This passion, with a sudden fiiame 
To touch Diana’s breast. 

When Metabus, for tyrant wrong 
Driven from the realm be scourged so long, 
Privemnm’s ancient walls forsook. 

His infant girl in arms he took 
His banishment to share ; 

Gasmilla was her mother styled ; 

He changed the sound, and gave his child 
Camilla’s name to bear. 

Ho with hiB precious load in haste 
Was making for the mountain waste. 

By arrow-flights and javelins chased 
And thronging Volscian powers : 

Lo, as he hurries, Amasone, * 

Brimming and foaming, roars between. 
Swollen high with new-iallen showers. 
Fain wonld he plunge and swim to shore. 
But paused, for love of her he bore : 

Long coining each expedient o’er, 

A coarse he sees at last : 
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A Bpear he bore of eolid oak, 

Knotty and seasoned by the smoke : 

To its mid shaft his child he bonnd, 

With oork'tree bark encompassed round. 
And made her firm and fast: 

The spear in his broad hand he shakes. 
And thus to heaven petition makes : 

“ Latonian queen of greenwood shade, 

To thee I vow this infant maid : 

Thy dart she grasps in suppliant guise 
Thus early, as &om death she flies : 
Extend, I pray, thy guardian care. 

And guide her through the dubious air.” 
Thus having prayed, the oaken beam 
With bockdrawn arm he threw ; 
Loud roared the billows : o’er the stream 
Camilla hurtling flew. 

Now as pursuit grows yet more near. 

He plunges in the foaming tide. 

And standing on the further side 
Recovers with a conqueror’s pride 
The maiden and the spear 
iTo peaceful home, no city gave 

Its shelter to the wanderer’s head ; 
Too stem his mould such aid to crave : 
On mountain and in lonely cave 
A shepherd’s life he led. 

’Mid tangled brakes and wild beasts’ lairs 
He reared his child on milk of mares. 

To her yoifiig lips applied the teat. 

And thence drew out the beverage sweet. 
Soon as on earth she first could stand. 
With pointed dart he armed her hand. 
And from her infant shoulder hung 
A quiver and a bow. 
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Tot ooif and robe that sweeps the ground 
A tiger's spoils are o’er her wound. 

E’en then her tiny lance ^e flung, 

Or round her head the tough hide swung, 
And with her bullet deftly slung 
Brought crane or cygnet low. 

Full many a Tyrrhene dame has tried 
To gain her for her ofispring’s bride : 
Content with Oian, in the wood 
Unstained she keeps her maidenhood. 

Ah ! had she war’s contagion fled. 

Nor with the multitude been led 
The Trojans to molest ! 

My true companion she had been. 

The chosen favourite of her queen, 

In that free service blest. 

Now, since the fatal hour is nigh. 
Descend, dear goddess, from on high 

To Latium's frontier, where the war 

• 

Is joining under evil star 
Take these my weapons of offence. 

And draw the avenging arrow thence. 
That whoso may her life destroy. 

Bo he from Italy or Troy, 

His forfeit blood may pay ; 

I in a hollow cloud will bear 
Her corpse and armour through the air 
And in her country lay.’ 

Fair Opis heard the words she said. 

Then in a storm concealed • 
With swift descent through ether sped, 
While loud her weapons pealed. 

Meantime the Trojans near the wall. 
The Tuscans and the horsemen all, 

In separate troops arrayed : 
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Tlieir mettled steeds the champaign sparn, 
And chafing this and that way tam ; 

Spears bristle o’er the fields, that bum 
With arms on high displayed. 

Messapns and the Latian force 
And Coras and Camilla’s horse 
An adverse front array : 

With hands drawn back, they conch the spear, 
And aim the dart m full career ; 

The tramp of heroes strikes the ear, 

Mixed with the charger’s neigh. 

Arrived within a javelin’s throw 
The armies halt a space, when lo ' 

Sadden they let their gcod steeds go 
And meet with deafening cry ; 

Their volleyed darts fly thick as snow. 

Dark shadowing all the sky. 

Tyrrhenns and Acontens rash 
With lance in rest together clash. 

And fallmg both with hideons crash 
Inangnrate the strife . 

Each gallant steed has bnrst its heart : 
liike spring'lannched stone or lightning’s dart. 
Hurled is Acontens far apart. 

And spends on air his life. 

At once the line of battle breaks : 

The Latians one and all 
Sling their broad bucklers on their backs 
And gallop toward the wall : 

The Trojans follow them apace ; 

Asilas leads the martial chase. 

And now the gates were well in sight, 

When with a ringing shout 
The Latian hosts renew the fight, 

And wheel their steeds about. 
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The Trojans fly -with loosened reins, 

And pour promiscnons o’er the plains : 

Thus ocean, swaying to and fro. 

Now seeks the shore with onward flow, 
Bains on the cliff the sprinkled snrge, 

And breaking bathes the sand’s last verge, 
Now draws the rocky fragments back 
And quits the sea-board, faint and slack. 
Twice to their walls the Tuscans beat 
The routed Butule foe. 

Twice, looking back m swift retreat, 

Their shields behind them throw. 

But when a third time hand to hand 
The hosts in deadly m&Iee stand 
And man with man they close. 

Then deathful groans invade the sky ; 

Arms, men, and horses soon to die 
Blent in promiscuous carnage lie ; 

Like fire the combat glows. 

Orsilochus, afraid to front * 

Bold Bemulus in battle’s brunt. 

Full at his charger flings a spear. 

And leaves it lodged beneath the ear. 

The generous beast, distraught with pain. 
His forefeet lifts and rears amain ; 

The nder tumbles to the plain, 
lolas by Gatillus dies, 

Hermmius too, of giant size. 

Nor less in spirit bold ; 

Bare was his head ; his shoulders baio 
Sustain a yellow length of hair ; 

No wounds the doughty warrior scare. 

Bo vast his martial mould : 

Through his broad cheat the spear is driven ; 
He writhes, by deadly anguish riven. 
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With rivuleia of slanghter reeks 
The stem embattled field. 

While each deals havoc round, or seeks 
The glory death-'wonnds yield. 

But fierce Camilla stems the fight 
With all an Amazon’s delight. 

One naked breast conspicuous shone 
By looping of her golden zone : 

And now she rains an iron shower, 

Thick pouring spears on spears. 

And now with unabated power 
Her mighty axe she rears ; 

Behind her sounds her golden bow. 

And those dread darts the silvans know. 
Nay, should she e’en perforce retreat. 
Flying she wings her arrows fleet. 

Her fevoured comrades ronnd her stand, 
Ziarina maid, her strong heart manned, 
Tulla, Tarpeia, axe m hand, 

Itidia’s daughters they. 

Whom erst she chose, attendants true. 
Her bidding resolute to do 
In peace or battle-firay : 

So on Thermodon’s echoing banks 
The Amazons array their ranks. 

In painted arms of radiant sheen 
Around Hippolyte the queen, 

Or when Fenthesilca’s car 
Triompbaift breasts the surge of war j 
The maidens with their moony shields 
Howling and leaping shake the fields. 

Who first, who last, dread maiden, died 
By thy resistless blow P 
How many chiefs in valour’s pride 
Didst thou on earth lay low P 
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First fell EanamB, Cljtins’ heir : 

His breast, unguarded left ^d bare, 

Beceires the lauce’s wound : 

He vomits forth a crimson flood, 

Writhes dying round the fatal wood, 

And bites the bloody ground 
Then Pagasus and Liris bleed : 

One, tumbled from his wounded steed. 

Is gathering up the rein. 

One strives his helpless hand to reach 
To his fallen friend; that moment each 
Lies prostrate on the plain. 

With these, the tale of death to swell, 
Hippotades Amastrus fell : 

Then as in wildenng rout they run 
She luds her darts pursue 
Harpalycus, Demophoon, 

Terens and Chromis too : 

A Phrygian mother mourned her son 
For every lance that flew. 

Afar in unknown arms equipped 
See Omytus the hunter ride 
On lapygian steed : a hide 
Enswathes him round, from bullock stripped ; 
A woirs grim jaws, whose white teeth grin, 
Clasp like a helmet brow and ohm : 

A pike liko curving sheep-hook planned 
In rustic fashion arms his hand , 

On high he lifts his lofty crest 
That towers conspicuous o’er the rests 
Hampered by helpless disarray 
She catches him, an easy prey. 

Transfixes, aud in bitter strain 
Contemptuously insults the slain : 

* Tuscan, you deemed us beasts of chase 
That fly before the hunter’s face : 



THE JENEID. 


396 

• 

A woman’s weapon shall nnteaoh 
Your misproud trib^that boastful speech 
Yet take this glory to your grave, 
Camilla’s hand yonr death-woand gave.’ 
Orsilochns and Bates then 
(In Troy’s great host no huger men) 
Their lives snccessive yield : 

Bates she pierces in the rear 
With her inevitable spear, 

The corslet and the helm between. 

Just wheore the sitter’s neck is seen 
And hangs the left-hand shield : 
Orsilochns she traps by guile : 

She flies and he pursnes the while. 

Till, as in narrowing rings she wheels, 
Each treads upon the other’s heels - 
Then, rising to the stroke, she drives 
Her weighty battle-axe, and rives 
The helmet and the crown. 

E’en as he snes for grace ; again 
The blow descends : the spattered brain 
The severed cheeks runs down. 

*^ow Annas’ warrior son by chance 
Meets her, and qoails before her glance, 
Hot meanest of Liguria’s breed, 

While fate allowed his tricks to speed. 
So, when he sees no means to fly 
Or pat that dreadful presence by. 

What artifice can do he tries, 

And thnsewith feigned defiance cries : 

* Good sooth, ’tis chivalry indeed : 

A woman trusts her mettled steed ! 

Come now, discard those means of fiight, 
And gird you for an equal fight ; 

Stand face to face, you soon shall see 
Whom boasting favours, yon or me.’ 
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Stong bj* Uie insnlt, fiery-sonled, 

She giveg her mate her horse to hold, 
And stands with maiden buckler bold 
And bare uplifted steel. 

The youth believes his arts succeed ; 
Turning his rein with caitiff speed 
He flies, and gores his panting steed 
With iron-pointed heel. 

* Ah ! base Ligurian, boaster vile. 

In vain you try yonr native gnilo • 
Trickster and dastard though you be, 
False Aunns you shall never see ' ’ 

With foot like fire, in middle course 
She meets and heads the flying horse. 
Confronts the rider, lays him low. 

And u reaks her vengeance, foe on foe 
Tiook how the hawk, whom augurs love. 
With matchless ease o'ertakes a dove 
Seen in the clouds on high ; 

He gripes, he rends the prcy Ibrlom, 
While drops of blood and plumage torn 
Come tumbling from the sky. 

But not with unregardful gaze 
The Sire of heaven the scene surveys 
From his Olympian tower : 

He bids Tyrrhenian Tarchon wage 
A deadlier fight, and stirs his rage 
With all ungentle power. 

From rank to rank the chieftain flic% 
The yielding troops with menace plies. 
Calls each by his familiar name. 

And wakes again the expiring flame . 

‘ What panic terror of the foe, 

What drowsy spell has made you slow, 
O hearts that wiU not feel ? 
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A woman, chases yon — ye fly : 

Why don that nseless armonr ? why 
Parade your idle steel P 
Yet all too quick your ears to heed 
The call of laughing dames, 

Or when the piper’s scrannel reed 
The Bacchic dance proclaims ■ 

Then with keen eyes and hnngry throat 
On meat and brimming cnps ye gloat, 

Till seers announce the victim good 
And feast-time bids yon to the wood.’ 
This said, prepared himself to bleed, 
’Gainst Yenulus he spurs his steed. 

Plucks from his horse the nnwary foe 
And bears him on his saddle-bow. 

All Latinm tarns astonished eyes. 

And deafening clamours mount the skies ; 
Swift o’er the champaign Tarchon flies, 
The chief before him still : 

The spearhead from the shaft he broke, 
And scans him o’er, to plant a stroke 
Which may the readiest kill : 

•The victim, struggling, guards his neck, 
And still by force keeps force in check. 
E’en as an eagle bears aloft 

A serpent in her taloned nails ; 

The reptile writhes him oft and oft, 

Bears in his ire his stifiening scales. 
And darts his hissing jaws on high ; 

She withsquick wing still beats the sky. 
While her sharp beak his life assails : 
So Tarchon from the midmost foe 
In triumph bears bis prey ; 

His heartened Lydians catch the glow. 
And back tbeir chiefs essay. 
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Now Armns, Fate’s predestined prize, 

Circles Camilla roand. 

His javelin in his hand, and tries 
The easiest way to wound. 

Where’er she leads the fierce attack. 

He follows, and observes her track : 

Where’er she issues from the rout. 

He deftly shifts his reins about : 

Explores each method of advance. 

Wheels round and round, weighs chance with 
chance. 

And shakes the inevitable lance 
Just then rich Chlorens, priest of yore 
To Cybele, bedizened o’er 

With Phrygian armour shone. 

And spurred afield his charger bold, 

A chain work cloth with clasp of gold 
Around its body thrown. 

He, clad in purple’s wealthiest grain. 

The work of looms beyond the main. 

Launches untiring on the foe 
Gortynian sliafts from Cretan bow : 

Behind a golden quiver sounds, 

A helm of gold his head surrounds : 

His saffron scarf, with gold confined. 

Flaunts, bght and rustlmg, in the wind : 

And hose of gay baibanc wear 
And broidered vest his race declare 
Perchance the huntress sought to g^in 
Troy’s spoils, to deck a Yolscian faub; 
Perchance herself she would adorn 
In that bright gold, so proudly worn : t 

Whate’er the cause, from all about 
She singles, follows, traoks him out^ 

And winds him through the embattled field. 
Her eyes to coming danger sealed. 
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While all tihe woman's fond desire 
For plnnder sets her soul on fire. 

His moment Armns marked : he aims 
His dart, and thus to heaven exolaims : 

‘ Lord of Soraete, Phoebus sire, 

Whose rites we Tuscans keep, 

For whom the blaze of sacred fire 
Lives in the pine- wood heap, 

While, safe in piety, we tread. 

Thy votaries we, on embers red. 

Grant, mightiest of the Gods above. 

My arms may this foni stain remove * 

No blazonry I look to gain. 

Trophy or spoil, from maiden slain ; 

My other deeds shall guard my name, 

And keep the doer fresh in fame ; 

This fury let me once bring low, 

Horae nnrenowned 1 gladly go.’ 

Apollo granted half his prayer • 

The rest was scattered into air. 

With unexpected wound to slay 
The foe he dreads — so much he may 
In safety to return, and see 
His stately home — ^that may not be . 

E’en as ’t was breathed, the wild winds caught 
The uttered prayer, and turned to nought 

So now, as hurtling through the sky 
Flew the fell spear, each Volscian eye 
On thai doomed queen was bent : 

She hears no rushing sound, nor secs 
The javelin sweeping down the breeze. 

Till ’neath her naked breast it stood, 

And drinking deep tlie unsullied blood 
At length its fury spent. 
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Up run her coiprades, one and all. 

And stay their miatress ere she &11. 

But daunted far beyond the rest, 

Fear mixed with triumph in his breast, 
False Arruns takes to flight : 

A second time he dares not try 
The steel that served him, nor defy 
The maid to farther fight. 

As flies a caitiff wolf for fear 
From shepherd slain or mighty steer. 

Or ere the avenger’s darts draw near. 

To pathless mountain steep. 

And, conscious of his guilt unseen. 

Claps his lithe tail his legs between. 

And dives in forest deep , 

So Arruns steals confused away. 

And flying plunges ’mid the fiay. 

In vain she strives with dying handa 
To wrench away the blade : 

Fixed in her nbs the weapon stands. 
Closed by the wound it made. 
Bloodless and faint, she gasps for breath ; 
Her heavy eyes sink down in death ; 

Her cheeks bright colours fade. 

Then thus expiring she addressed 
Her truest comrade and her best, 

Acca, who wont alone to share 
The burden of Camilla’s care : 

‘ Dear Acca, 1 have fought the fight ; 

But now this cruel wound * 

My spirit overmasters quite. 

And all grows dark around. 

Go : my last charge to Tumns tell, 

To haste with succour, and repel 
The Trojans from the town — farewell.* 

S D 
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8ho spoke, and speaking, dropped her rein, 
Perforce descending to the plain. 

Then by degrees she slips away 
From all that heavy load of clay : 

Her languid neck, her drowsy head 
She droops to earth, of vigour sped : 

She lets her martial weapons go ■ 

The indignant soul flies down below. 

Loud clamours to the skies arose ; 

With fiercer heat the combat glows. 

The Yolscion princess slam ; 

On, on they push, the Teucrian power, 

The Tyrrhene chiefs, their nation’s flower, 
The Arcad horseman train. 

Meanwhile Diana’s sentinel, 

Fair Opis, sits on mountain fell 
The scene of blood to view : 

Soon as Camilla she espied 
O’erbome in battle's raging tide. 

From her deep bosom, as she sighed. 

These piteous words she drew : 

^ Too stem requital, hapless maid. 

For that your error have you paid. 

That venturous daring, which essayed 
To brave the Trojan power . 

Tour woodland life, to Dian sworn. 

Those heavenly arms in combat borne, 

Alas ' they left you all forlorn 
In need’s extremest hour. 

Yet not unhonoured in your end 
She lets you lie, your queen aud friend, 

Nor unavenged shall you descend 
A name to after time . 

For he whose arm has stretched in death 
That sacred form, his forfeit breath 
Shall compensate his crime/ 
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’Neath the high hill a barroir stood, 
Dercennns’ tomb, o’ergroum with wood 
(A monarch he of elder blood 

Who ruled Laurentnm’s land): 

The Goddess, lighting with a bound. 
Paused here, and from the lofty mound 
The guilty Arruns scanned. 

She saw him insolent and gay. 

And ‘ Why,’ she cries, ‘ so far astray ? 
This way, doomed caitiff, come this way ! 

Shall vengeance vainly call ? 

Here, take Camilla's guerdon due ; 

Alas the day, when such as you 
By Dian’s arrows fall ! * 

Thus having said, the maid of Thrace 
An arrow &om the golden case 
Draws out, and fits for flight : 

Then at full stretch the bow she bends. 
Till now she joins the horn’s two ends. 
And touches with her left the blade 
Of the keen shaft transversely laid. 

Her bosom with the right. 

That instant Arruns heard the sound 
And in his heart the weapon found. 

Him gasping out his life with pain 
His comrades on the dusty plain 
Unheeded leave to die ; 

Triumphant Opis soars again 
Back to the Olympian sky. 

First turns to flight, its mistress slain, 
Camilla’s light-armed horseman train . 
The Butules and Atiuas fly; 

Lorn bands and chiefe astray 
For safety to the city hie 
In rout and disarray. 

9 n 2 
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The deathful onset of the foe 
None further dares sustain ; 

Each slings behind his nnstmng bow, 
And horse-hoof beat in qmck retreat 
Becurrent shakes the plain. 
Towiiward there rolls a dosty cloud ; 

The matrons catch the sight 
From their high station, shriek aloud, 
And on their bosoms smite. 

Who gain the open portals first 
Are whelmed beneath a following burst 
Of foemen in their rear- 
No ’scaping from their piteous fate ■ 

E’en at tho entry of the gate, 

’Mid those dear homes they left so late, 
They feel the fatal spear. 

The wildered townsmen close the gates : 
Noi’ yield admittance to their mates, 

For all they,beg and pray • 

E’en foemen might that carnage weep. 
Where these in arms the pass would keep 
^ And those would force the way. 

Sad fathers from the strong redoubt 
Look forth, and see their sons shut out . 
Some down the moat’s steep sides amain 
In helpless min crash ; 

Some with blind haste and loosened rein 
’Gainst door and doorpost dash. 

Nay, e’en the dames on rampart high, 
Camilla’ Briones in their eye, 

With might and main the artillery ply. 

So true their patriot flame . 

Make truncheons seared and knotty wood 
For lack of steel do service good, 

And 'mid the first would shed their blood 
To save their walls from shame. 
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Meantime to Tnrnns in the glade 
Sad Acca has her news conveyed. 
Confusion great and sore ; 

The Volscian troops are disarrayed, 
Camilla lives no more ; 

On like a torrent comes the foe - 
Nought stands before their wasting flow ; 

Their terrors townward pour. 

He, all on flame — so Jove requires — 
From ambushed slope and wood retires. 
Scarce out of sight he touched the plains, 
The unguarded pass uFlneas gains. 
Surmounts the ridge with scant delay, 
And througii the forest wins his way. 

So both make speed the walls to reach. 
Nor long the space 'twixt each and each ; 
At once .^Eneas sees from far 
The rising dust of Latium’s ivar. 

And Turnus know s JElncas near. 

As tramp and neigh assail his car. 

Theu had they clashed that hour in fray 
And tried the fortune of the day. 

But Phoebus in the Hiberiau seas 
Bathes his tired steeds, and sunlight flees 
So by the walls they pitch their tents, 
And guard their mounded battlements. 
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When Tarnna seea diagraco and ront 
Have Latmm’s spirit tamed, 
Himself by every eye marked oat, 

His pligbted promise claimed, 

With anger nnallayed he fires. 

And feels the courage pride inspires. 
E’en as in Libyan plains athirst 
A lion by the banter pierced! 

Fats forth at length his might, 
Bears on his neck his angry mane. 

The shaft that galls him snaps in twain. 
And roaring claims the fight ; 

So Tumus’ wrath inforiate glows. 

And, once ablaze, each moment grows. 
Then thus Latinns he bespeaks 
With flashing brow and kindling cheeks 
‘ Not Turnns, trust me, bars the way : 
No need the Phrygians shonld nnsay 
The words they spoke in face of day. 
Their tovenant disown : 

I meet him now : the victims bring 
And seal the treaty, gracions king. 

My hand shall lay the Dardan low 
Who left his Asia to the foe — 

Let Latinm sit and see the show. 

While I in arms alone 
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'Wash oat the blot that stains oar pride — 

Or let him take the forfeit bride, 

Accept the conquered throne.! ' 

He spoke ; the aged majesty 
Of Latinm makes him calm reply : 

‘ O gallant youth ! the more intense 
Your generous spirit’s vehemence, 

The wiselier should Latinus’ care 
For Fortune’s every chance prepare. 

Yours is your father Daanus’ reign ; 

Yours are the towns your sword hsts ta’en ; 
And I that speak have stores of gold 
And hand that knows not to withhold ; 
Latinm has other maids unwed 
And worthy of a royal bed. 

Thus let me speak, direct and clear. 

Though sharp the pang • now further hear : 
1 might not give my daughter’s hand 
To suitor from her native land : 

Gods, prophets, with unfaltering voice 
And plain accord forbade the choice ; 

But kindred sympathies are strong. 

And weeping wives can sway to wrong : 
Heaven’s ties I snapped , 1 failed my word ; 
I drew the inexpiable sword : 

Since then what dire result of ill 
Has followed mo and follows still 
Your ej-es bear witness : why recall 
What Tumus feels the first of all ? 

We, twice in bloody field o’erthrowii, 

Scarce in onr ramparts hold our own : 

SUll Tiber reeks from Latium’s veins. 

And whitening bone-heaps mound the plains. 
Why reel 1 thus, confused and blind P 
What madness mars my sober mind P 
If Tumus’ death makes Troy my friend. 

E’en while ho lives lot war have end. 
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Or what will kin and c»>nntT 7 ' say. 

If — ward the omen, heaven, I pray ! — 

I leave him now his life to lose 
While for my danghter’s hand he snes ? 

0 think of war, its change and chance. 
How luck may warp the snrest lance ! 
Think of your &ther old and grey. 
Forlornly biding leagues away f ’ 

But Tnrnns* wrath no words can tame : 
What seemed to slake but feeds the flame : 
Soon as impatience found a tongue 
With fury into speech he flung : 

* Those anxious bodings, father mine. 

For me yon keep, for mo resign : 

Leave me to meet the invader’s claim : 

Let death redeem the gage of fame 

1 too no feeble dart can throw, 

And flesh will bleed that feels my blow. 
No goddess mother will be there 
To tend him with "h woman’s care. 

Conceal in mist Ins recreant flight 
And palter with a brave man's sight ’ 


But the sad queen, struck wild by fears 
Of battle’s new award. 

Death swimming in her view, with tears 
Holds fast her daughter’s lord 
* Tumus, by these fond tears 1 pour, 

If still snr^'ves the love you bore 
To Latium’s hapless queen — 

On yon our tottering age is staid ; 

On yon a nation’s hopes are laid ; 

A house dismantled and decayed. 

On yon is fain to lean — 

One boon I crave, but one : forbear 
he arbitrament of fight to dare : 
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For know, whate’er the chance ensne 
To Tarnue, threats Amata too : 

With yon I leave this hated life, 

Nor see my child my captor’s wife ’ 

Her mother’s voice Lavinia hears, 

And mingles blushes with her tears ; 

Deep crimson glows the sudden flame. 
And dyes her tingling cheek with shame. 
So blushes ivory’s Indian grain 
When sullied with vermilion stain : 

So lihes set in roseate bed 
Enkindle with contagions red 
So flushed the maid : with wilderiug gaze 
The passion-blinded yonth surveys ; 

The fiercer for the fight he burns. 

And to the queen in hnef returns • 

‘ 0 let not tears nor omen ill 

Attend mo to the stubborn fray 
iTear motifier, 'tis not Dimus ’ wu’i’ 

The hour of destiny can stay 
Go, Idmoii, to yon Phrygian chief 
Bear tidings he will hear with grief : 
When first the morrow fires the air 
With glowing chariot, let him spare 
To lead his Teuenane on . 

Let Butule arms and Teuenan rest ; 

His life and mine shall brook the test ; 
Lavinia’s hand, our common quest, 

Shall in that field be won.’ 

So saying, to the stall he speeds. 

Bids harness his impetuous steeds. 

And pleased their fury sees. 

Which Onthyia long ago 
On king Pilnmnus deigned bestow. 

To match the whiteness of the snow. 

The swiftness of the breeze. 
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They bnsile ronnd, £he menial train, 
Comb o’er the neck the gracefhl mane, 
And pat the sounding chest : 

In mail his shoulders he arrayed 
(Of gold and orichalc ’t was made) ; 
Then dons his shield, hie trusty blade, 
His helm with ruddy crest ; 

That blade which to his royal sire 
The hand of Vnlean gare, 

Brought red from Liparsean fire 
And dipped in Stygian wave. 
Reposing from its work of blood 
His lance beside a column stood, 
Aurnncan Actor’s prize : 

He seized it, shook the quivering wood. 
And thus impetuous cries ; 

‘ The hour is come, my spear, my spear, 
Thou who hast never failed to hear 
Thy master’s ^roud appeal • 

Once Actor bore thee, Tnmus now • 
Grant that my hand to earth may bow 
The Phrygian’s all unmanly brow, 
from off his breast the corslet tear. 
And soil in dust his essenced hair. 

New crisped with heated steel.’ 
Such furies in his bosom rise : 

His features all ablaze 
Shoot direful sparkles : from his eyes 
A stream of lightning plays. 

So ere he tales the combat’s shock 
A bull loud bellowing makes, 

And butting at a tree’s hard stock 
His horns to anger wakes. 

With furious heel the sand upthrows. 
And challenges the wind for foes. 
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Meantime in Yuloan’s arms arrayed 
^neas mans his breast, 

Bejoiced that offered trace has made 
Two hosts from battle rest ; 

Then reassnres his comrades’ fears 
And checks Inins’ starting tears, 

Behearsing Bate’s decree, 

And bids his envoys answer bear 
To Latinm's monarch, and declare 
The terms of peace to be. 

Scarce had the mom her radiance shed 
On topmost mountain height, 

When, leaving Ocean’s oozy bed, 

The Sun’s fleet steeds, with upturned head. 
Breathe out loose flakes of light, 

Beneath the city’s strong redoubt 
BiUtule and Trojan measure out 
The combat’s hsted ground. 

And altars in the midst prep&re 
For common sacrifice and prayer, 

Filed up with grassy mound ; 

While others, girt with aprons, bring 
Live coals and water from the spring, 

Tbeir brows with vervain bound. 

Through the thronged gates the Ausonian 
band 

Gomes streaming onward, lance in hand : 

Trojans and Tuscans all, 

Equipped in arms of various show, • 

Come marshalled by their ranks, as thongh 
They heard the battle’s call. 

Decked out with gold and purple dye, 

From troop to troop the leaders fly, 
Mnestliens, Assaracns’s seed, 

Asilias, chief divine, 
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Messapus, tamer of the steed, 

Who comes of Neptune’s line. 

The signal given, thej' each recede 
Within the space assigned. 

Their javelins planted in the mead. 

Their shields at rest reclined : 

While, brimming o’er with yearning strong, 
Weak matrons, an unwarlike throng, 

And fathers, old and grey, 

Tnrret and roof confusedly crowd. 

Or stand beside the portals proud, 

The combat to survey. 

But Juno, seated on the mount 
That Alban now is named 
(’T was then a bill of scant account, 
Untitled and nnfamed). 

On the two hosts was gazing down. 

The listed field, the Latian town. 

To Tumus’ sister fben she said 

(A goddess she of lake and flood ; 

Such honour Jove the damsel paid 
, For violated maidenhood) : 

‘ Pride of all streams on earth that roll, 
Juturna, favourite of my soul. 

Thou know’st, of all of Latian race 
That e’er endured great Jove’s embrace 
I still have set thee first, and given 
To share ungrudged the courts of heaven ; 
Now learn ^hy woes, unhappy dame. 

Nor think too late that mine the blame. 
While Latium yet could keep the field 
And Fate seemed kind, I cast my shield 
O’er Tumus and his town : 

Now in ill hour he tempts the fray. 

And baleful force and Fate’s dark day 
From heaven are swooping down. 
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I cannot view the unequal fight, 

Nor Bee that shamefal treaty plight. 

Gan Bister nonght for brother dare ? 

Take heart : perchance the Qods may spaie.’ 
She said : Jntuma’s tears 'gan flow, 

And oft she smote her breast of snow. 

‘ No time for tears,’ Satumia cries : 

‘ Haste, save your brother ere he dies : 

Or stir again the war, and break 
(Mme be the nsk) the league they make.’ 
She ceased, and left her sore distraught, 
With bleeding heart and wavering thought. 

Now to the field the monarchs came, 
Latmus, his majestic frame 

In four-horse ohanot borne ; 

Twelve gilded rays, memorial sign 
Of the great Sun, his sire divme, 

His kingly brows adorn : 

Grasping two javelins as in war 
Hides Turnus in his two-horse oar : 

.^neas leaves his rampired home, 

First founder of the race of Borne, 

Glorious m heavenly armour’s pride. 

With shield that beams like day ; 

And young Ascanius at his side. 

Home's other hope and stay. 

Then to the hearth the white-robed priest 
Brings two-year sheep all richly Seeoed 
And young of bristly swine ; • 

They turn them to the radiant east. 

With knives the viotim’s foreheads score. 
Strew cakes of salted meal, and pour 
The sacrificial wine. 

Then thus with falchion’s naked blade 
j^neas supplication made : 
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‘ Sun, and thou Land, attest my prayer 
For whom I have been fain to bear 
So many a year of woe , 

And Jove, Almighty Sire, and thou, 
Saturnia, now at last, O now 
No more JGneaa’ foe , 

Thou too, great Mars, who rnl'st the fray 
By thine imperial nod, 

And you, ye Springs and Floods, I pray 
Whate’er the poweM that ether sway, 
And ocean’s every god 
If victory shall to Tnmus full. 

The vanquished to Evander’s wall 
Their instant flight shall take . 
lulus shall the realm resign. 

Nor here in Latium seed of mine 
Fresh war hereafter wake 
But if, as prayers and hopes foresee. 

The queen of battles smile on me, 

1 will not force Italia’s land 
To Teucnan rule to bow , 

I seek no sceptre for my hand, 

• No diadem for my brow ■ 

Let race and race, unquellcd and free. 
Join hands in deathless amity 
My gods, my ntes, I claim to bring 
Let sire Latinus still be king. 

In peace and war the same , 

The sons of Tiny my destined town 
Shall build; and fair Lavinia crown 
The city with her name ’ 

He spoke, and next Latinus prays 
With lifted hand and heavenward gaze . 

‘ By land, by sea, by stars I swear. 

E’en as JElneas swore ; 

By queen Latona’s princely pair. 

And two-faced Janus hoar ; 
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And grisly Pinto’s mystic shrine : 

Let Jove give ear, whose vengefhl fire 
Makes treaties firm, the Almighty Sire : 

I tonch the hearth with either hand, 

I call the Gods that ’twixt us stand : 

No time shall make the treaty vain, 
Whate’er to-day’s event ; 

No violence shall my will constrain, 
Though earth were scattered in the mam 
And Styx with ether blent ■ 

E’en as this sceptre ’ (as ho swore 
A sceptre in his hand he bore) 

‘ Shall ne’er pat forth or leaf or gem, 
Smee severed from its parent stem 
Foliage and branch it lost ; 

’T was once a tree , now workfhan’s care 
Has given it Latium’s kings to bear, 
Wtdt seemly bronze embossed. ’ 

Thus chief and chief in open sight 
With solemn words the treaty plight ; 

Then o’er the flame they slay 
The hallowed victims, strip the flesh 
Tot quick with hfe, and warm and fresh 
On loaded altars lay 

Bat in the Rutules’ jealous sight 
Unequal seems the chance of fight, 

111 matched the champions twain. 
And fitfully their bosoms heave 
As near and nearer they perceive 
The encounter on the plain 
Compassion deepening into dread. 

They note young Tumus’ quiet tread. 

The downcast meekness of his eyes 
Turned to the hearth in suppliant guise. 
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Cheeks whence the Uoom of health is gone, 
And that young frame so ghastly wan. 
Jntnma saw their whispers grow, 

And marked them wavering to and fro : 
Then, like to Camers* form and face — 

A warrior he of noblest race, 

Long by his father’s exploits known 
And long by valour of his own — 

She joins their ranks, each heart to read, 
And sows in all dissension’s seed ■ 

‘ Shame, shame, ye Rntnies, thus to try 
The coward hazard of the die ! 

A myriad warrior lives to shun 
The deadly risk reserved for one ' 

Compute the numbers and the powers : 

Say whose the vantage, theirs or ours ? 
Behold them all, in arms allied, 

Troy and Arcadia, side by side, 

And all Etruna, leagued in hate 
Of him, onr chief, the men of fate ! 

Take half our force, we scarce should know 
Each for hipiself to find a foe. 

<Aye, Turnus’ name to heaven shall rise. 
Devoted to whose shnnes ho dies. 

On lips of thousands home : 

We, as in listless ease we sit. 

To foreign tyrants shall submit. 

And our lost country mourn,’ 

By whisper thus and chance-dropped word 
Their hearts to further rage are stirred : 
From hand to band the murmur runs : 
Changed are Laurentum’s fickle sons, 
Changed is the Latian throng : 

Who late were hoping war to cease, 

Eow yearn for arms, abhor the peace. 

And pity Tnmus’ wrong. 
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Xow, heaping on the flame, 

With new resonroe the crafcy dame 
Displays m heaven a sign : 

No evidenoe more strongly wrought 
On Italy’s deluded thought, 

As ’t were indeed divine. 

Jove’s royal bird in pnde of place 
Was patting river-fowl in ehase 
And all the feathery crew, 

When swooping firom the ruddy sky, 

Off from the flood he bears on high 
A swan of dazzling hue. 

The Italians gaze, when lo ' the rout 
Tom from their flight and face about. 

In blackening mass obscure the skies. 

And clustering close with shnU sharp cries 
Their mighty foe pursue. 

Till he, by force and weight o’erborne. 
Dropped river- ward his prey^untom 
And off to distance flew. 

With loud acclaim the Butule bauds 
Salute the portent of the skies 
Aloft they raise their eager hands, 

And first the seer Tolumnius cnes 
‘ For this, for this my prayers have striven : 
I hail, I seize the omen given , 

Draw, draw with me the sword. 

Poor Butules, whom the pirate base 
Puts hke unwarlike birds in chase. 

And spoils your river-board 
Yes, he will fiy, if you pursue. 

And vanish in the distant blue. 

Close firm your ranks, and bring rehef 
And rescue to your ravished chief, 

All, .all with one accord.’ 

He said, and hurled, as forth he ran, 

Hia javelin at the foeman’s van. 
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The hurtling cornel cuts the skies : 

Loud clamours follow as it flies : 

The assembly starts in wild alarm, 

And hearts beat high with tumult warm. 
There as nine brothers of one blood, 
Qybppus’ Arcad offspring, stood. 

One, with bright arms and beauty graced, 
Beceives the javelin in his waist, 

Where chafes the belt against the groin 
And ’neath the ribs the buckles join ; 
Pierced through and through he falls amam. 
And lies extended on the plain. 

His gallant brethren feel the smart ; 

With falchion drawn or brandished dart 
They charge, struck blind with rage. 
Lanrentum’s host the shock withstand : 

Like delngfe bursting o’er the land 
The Trojan force, the Agyllan band. 

The Arcad troop engage. 

Each bums alike with frantic zeal 
To end the quarrel by the steel : 

Stripped are the hearths ; o’er all the sky 
•Dense iron showers in volleys fly : 

With eager haste they ran 
To snatch the bowls and altar-sods : 

Latinos takes his outraged gods 
And leaves the league undone. 

Those yoke again the battle car. 

These vault into the selle, 

And wavt their falchions, drawn for war, 

To challenge or repel. 

Messapus singles &om the rest 
The king Aulestes, richly dressed 
In robe and regal crown ; 

Spurning the truce, his horse he pressed, 
And fiercely ndes him down. 
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He with, a backward spring retires, 

And headlong falls ’mid altar-fires 
That meet him. in the rear - 
Up spurs Messapns, hot with speed, 

And as the pale hps vainly plead 
Drives through him, towering on his steed. 
His massy beam-like spear. 

‘ He has his death,’ the victor cries . 

‘ Heaven gains a worthier sacrifice.* 
Around the corpse the Italians swarm, 

And strip the limbs, yet reeking warm. 
From blazing altar close at hand 
Bold Gorynsaus seized a brand . 

As Ebysus a death-wound aims. 

Full in his face he dashed the flames. 

The bushy beard that instant fibres 
And wafts a scent of burning hairs. 

The conqueror rushes on his prize. 
Wreathes in his hair hiR hand. 

To his broad breast his knee applies. 

And pins him to the sand 
Then, grovelling as he lay m dust. 

Deep in his side his sword he thrust. 

Stout Alsus, bom of shepherd race. 

Death in the forefront braves, 

When Fodalinus gives him chase 
And high his falchion waves : 

A ponderous axe the swain upheaves : 
From brow to chin the head he cleaves. 
While blood the arms o’orflows* 

A heavy slumber, iron-bound. 

Seals the dull eyes in rest profound ■ 

In endless night they close. 

But good .^hieas chides his band. 

His head all bare, unarmed his hand, 
a a 2 
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And, ‘ Wliithei’ now bo &st ? ’ he ories : 

‘ What demon bids contention rise ? 

O soothe yonr rage, I pray ’ 

The terms are fixed, the trestj plight : 
Mine, mine alone the combat’s right ■ 

Be calm and give me way 
My hand shall make the assurance true : 
Henceforward Tnmns is my dne.’ 

Thus while to lay the storm he strives, 

Full on the chief an arrow drives . 

Sped by what arm, what wind it came. 

If Heaven or Fortnne ruled its aim. 

None knew the deed was lost to fame ; 

Nor then nor after was there found 
Who boasted of Eneas’ wound 

I 

When Tumns saw -iSlnoas part 
Betinng &oi{i his band 
And Troy's brave chiefs dismayed, his heart 
With sudden hope he manned 
He calls his armour and his ear, 

Tjeaps to his seat in pride of war. 

And takes the reins in hand 
Full many a gallant chief he slays, 

Or pierced on earth in torture lays. 

Drives down whole ranks m fierce career. 
And plies the fliers with spear on spear. 

As, where cold Hebrus parts the field. 

Grim Mai^ makes thunder on his shield 
And stings his steeds to fight , 

They scud, the Zephyrs not so fleet • 

Thrace groans 'beneath the hoofs quick beat 
His dire attendants round him fly. 

Anger, and blackest Treachery, 

And gloomy-browed Afiiight : 
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So where the battle sorest bleeds 
Keen Tumus drives bis smoking steeds 
Insulting o’er the slain, 

While gore and sand the horsehoof kneads 
And spirts the crimson rain. 
Thamyris and Sthenelus lie dead, 
Enoonntered hand to hand ; 

Pholus bj spear from distance sped, 

And Glaucus too and Lades bled, 

Whom Imbrasus their father bred 
In native Lycian land. 

And trained alike to fight or speed 
Like lightning with the harnessed steed. 
How through the field Eumedes came, 

Old Dolon’s son, of Trojan fame, 

His grandsire’s counterpart in name, 

In courage like his sire, • 

Wlio erst, the Danuan camp to spy, 
Pehdes’ oar, a guerdos high. 

From Hector dared reqhire : 

But Tydeus’ son with other meed 
Requited that audacious deed. 

And cured his proud desire. 

Hun fiom afar when Tumus views 
With missile dart he first pursues. 

Then quits the chariot with a bound. 
Stands o’er him grovelling on the ground, 
Plants ou his neck his foot, and tears 
From his weak grasp the lance he bears, 
Deep in his throat the bright pointsdyes, 
And o'er the corpse in triumph cries : 

‘ lie there, and measure out the plain. 

The Hesperian soil you sought to gain : 
Such meed they win who wish me killed 
'T is thus their city-walls they build.’ 
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Jigain he hurls hia apear, and sends 
Asl^tes to rejoin his friends : 

And Chlorens, Dares, Sybans, 

The ground in quick succession kiss ; 
Thersilochus, Thymoetes too, 

Whose restive steed his rider threw. 

As when the northwind’s tyrant stress 
Makes loud the .^geean roar, 

Still following on the waves that press 
Tumultuons to the shore, 

Where drives the gale, the cloud-rack flies 
In wild confusion o’er the skies • 

So whereso’er through all the field 
Gomes Tumus on,' whole squadrons yield. 
Turn, and resist no more ■ 

The impulse bears him as he goes. 

And ’gainst thi wind his plumage flows. 
With shame and anger Phegeus saw 
The chiers insulting pnde 
He meets the car, ^nd strives to draw 
The steeds’ tall necks aside 
There, dragged as to the yoke he clings, 

• The spear his side has found. 

Bursts through the corslet’s plaited rings. 
And prints a surface wound • 

Shifting his shield, he threats the foe, 

His sword plucks out, and aims a blow ■ 
When the fierce wheels with onward bound 
Dislodge and dash him to the ground 
And T{imus’ weaponed hand. 
Stretched fivm the <xr, the head has reft. 
Where helm and breastplate meet, and left 
The trunk upon the sand. 

While Tumus heaps the plain with dead, 
AElneas, witii Achates tried 
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And Mnesthens moving at hia aide, 

And yonng Aaoanma near. 

All bleeding to the camp ia led, 

Faltering and propping up bia tread 
With goidanoe of a spear 
He ireta and atnvea with vain essay 
To pluck the broken reed away. 

Demands the surest, readiest aid. 

To ope the wound with broad-aword blade. 
Unflesh the barb so deep concealed. 

And send hun back to battle-field 
And now lapis had appeared. 

Blest leech, to Phoebus’ self endeared 
Beyond all men below. 

On whom the fond mdolgent God 
His augury had fain bestowed, 

Bhs lyre, his sounding bow* 

But he, the further to prolong 
A sickly parent’s span, 

The humbler art of medicine* chose. 

The knowledge of each herb that grows. 
Plying a craft unknown to song. 

An unambitious man 
Chafing with anguish, rage, and grief. 
Impatient halts the wounded chief, 
Propped on his mighty spear 
lulus weeping and a band 
Of gallant youths around him stand ■ 

He heeds not groan or tear 
The aged leech, his garment wound* 

In Pffion sort his shoulder round. 

In vain his sovereign simples plies. 

His science skilled to heal. 

In vain with hand and pincet tries 
To loose the stubborn steel. 
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No happy chanoe on art attends, 

No patron god the leech befriends : 

And wilder grows the fierce alarm, 

And nearer yet the deadly harm : 

The thick dust props the skies : 

The tramp of caTalry they hear, 

And ’mid the encampment dart and spear 
Ham down before their eyes : 

And dismal rings the mingled cry 
Of those that fight and those that die. 

Then Venus, all a mother’s heart 
Touched by her son’s unworthy smart. 
Plucks dittany, a simple rare. 

From Ida’s summit brown. 

With flower of purple, bright and fair, 

And leaf of softest down 
Well known th&t plant to mountam goat, 
Should arrow pierce its shaggy coat. 

There as tli^ toil, she bnngs the cure, 

Her bright fabe wrapped in cloudy hood. 
And drops it where in shining ewer 
The crystal water stood, 

WHh juices of ambrosia blent 
And panace of fragrant scent. 

So with the medicated flood 

The sage unknowing stanched the blood : 

Wheu all at once the anguish fled. 

And the tom flesh no longer bled. 

Now at a touch, no violence used. 

Drops ^ut the barbed dart. 

And strength by heavenly aid infused 
Hevives the fainting heart. 

‘ Arms for the valiant chief ’ exclaims 
lapis : ‘ why so slow ? ’ 

The gentle leech the first in flames 
The warrior ’gainst the foe. 
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‘ Not hunau help, nor Bovexeign art, 

Nor old lapiB Iftaled that gmart ■ 

’T is Heaven that interferes, to save 
For greater deeds the strength it gave.’ 

The chief, impatient of delays. 

His legs m pliant gold arrays. 

And to and fro his javehn sways. 

And now, bis corslet round his breast. 

In his mailed arms his child he pressed, 
Hissed through his helm, and thus addressed : 
‘ Learn of your &.ther to be great. 

Of others to be fortunate. 

This band awhile shall be your shield 
And lead you safe from field to field • 

When gpown yourself to manhood’s prune. 
Remember those of former time. 

Recall each venerable name, * 

And catch heroic fire 
From Hector’s and .Eneas’ fame, 

Your uncle and your sire.' 

So speaking, from the camp he passed, 

A godlike chief, of stature vast. 

Shaking his ashen beam . 

Mnestheus and Antheus and their train 
With kindred speed o^'er all the plain 
From trench and rampart stream. 

Thick blinding dust the champaign fills. 

And earth with trampling throbs and thnUa, 
Fale Turnus saw them leave the height ■ 

The Ausonians saw, and chiUy fright 
Through all their senses ran ; 

Foremost of all the Latian crew 
Jntuma heard the sound and knew. 

And left the battle’s van. 

Onward he flies, and whirls along 
Through the wide plain his blackening throng. 
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As, burst from heaven, with headlong sweep 
A storm comes landward from the deep ■ 
Through rustic hearts funt terrors creep 
As coming ill they taste 
Ah yes ' 't will lay the standing com, 

"Will scatter trees from earth uptom. 

And make the land a waste 
The winds, its couriers, fly before, 

And waft its muttering to the shore 
So the dread Trojan sweeps along 
Down on the hostile swarm , 

In close battalions, firm and strong, 

His followers round him form. 

Osins feels Thymbrseus’ blow. 

At Mnestheus’ feet Anchetms lies, 
Achates slaughters Epulo, 

By Gyas Wens dies 
E’en proud Tolumnms falls, the seer 
Who ’gainst the foe firat hurled his spear. 
XJpsoars to heaven ‘a mmgled shout 
In turn the Rntules yield. 

And huddled thick in dusty rout 
• Fly wildly o’er the field 
But he, he stoops him not to smite 
The craven backs that turn to flight, 

, Nor chases those who stand and fight, 
Intent on other aims ■ 

Tumus alone he cares to track 
Through dust and darkness, blinding black, 
Tomua-alone be claims 
Jutuma, agonised with fear, 

Metiscus, Tumus’ charioteer. 

Flings from his seat on high. 

And leaves him fallen at distance far - 
Herself succeeds him, guides the car, 

And bids the coursers fly ; 
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In voice, in form, in dress complete. 

The hapless driver’s connterfeit. 

As swallow through some mansion flies 
With courts and stately galleries, 

Flaps noisy wing, gives clamorous tongue^ 

Still catering for her callow young, 

Makes cloisters echo to the sound, 

And tank and cistern circles round. 

So whirls the dame her glowing car. 

So flashes through the maze of war , 

Now here, now there, m conquering pride 
Her brother she displays, 

Yet lets him not the encounter bide, 

But winds through devious ways 
Nor less ^neas shifts and wheels. 

Pursues and tracks him out, 

And clamourmg to his faith ap}Jbals 
Across the weltenng rout 
Oft as he marks the foe, and tries 
To match the ohanot as it fills. 

So oft her scourge Jutuma plies. 

And turns her steeds about 
What should he do ^ he undulates 
With aimless ebb and flow . 

His bosom’s passionate debates 
Distract him to and fro 
Messapus then, who chanced to wield 
Two quivering darts, for battle steeled, 

Takes one, and levels with his eye, 

And bids it at ^neas fly. 

The Trojan halts, and making pause 
Kis arms around him closer draws. 

On bended knee firm stayed 
The j'avelm struck the helmet’s cone. 

And razed the plume that, tossed and blown. 
High on its summit played. 
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Then surges fary high, to know 
The baseness of the treaoheroas foe, 

As horse and car he sees afar 
Careering o’er the plain - 
To the just Gods appeal he makes 
Who watch the league that Tamus breaks : 
Then charges resolute to kill, 

Lets reckless slaughter rage her fill, 

And gives his wrath the rein. 

O that some God would prompt mj strain 
And all those horrora tell. 

What gallant efaiefs throughout the plain 
By Tumus now, pursued and slain, 

Now by j^neas fell ! 

Was it thy will, almighty Jove, 

To such extrei&e of conflict drove 
Two nations, doomed in peace and love 
Through after years to dwell ? 

First of the Butufes Sucro tned 
To stem the foe’s advancing tide ; 

But vain that brief delay ; 
s^neas caught him on the side. 

And, opening ribs and bosom wide 
With the fell sword his fury plied, 

Brought death the swiftest way. 

By Tumus’ hand Diores bleeds ; 

His brother Amyous succeeds ; 

One from his steed by spear brought low. 
One, handrto hand, by falchion’s blow ; 

Their severed heads the victor bore 
Fixed to his car, distilling gore 
That sends down Talos to the g^ave 
With Tanais and Gethegns brave, 

Three chiefs at once struck dead, 
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Asd Bad Onites, him who came 
From Peridia, noble dame, 

Bom in Eohion’s bed. 

This lays in death the brethren twain 
Prom Lyoia, Phoebas* own domain, 

And young Menoetes, who in vam 
Had shunned the battle’s roar : 

An Arcad he by Lema’s side 
Hifl £sher craft obscurely plied. 

Contented to be poor • 

In honest penury his sire 

Tilled scanty ground let out to hire. 

Nor knocked at rich man’s door. 

As fires that launched on difierent ways 
Stream through a wood of crackling bays. 

Or torrents that from mountain steep 
Tumbhng and thundering toward the deep 
Plough each his own wild path ; 
dSneas thus and Tumus fly ^ 

Through the wild field ; now, now ’t is nigh. 
The boiling-point of wrath , 

Their fierce hearts burst with rage ; they throw 
A giant’s force on every blow. ^ 

Murranus that, whose boastful tongue 
With high-born sires and grondsires mug, 

And pedigrees of long renown 
Tbrougb Latian monarchs banded down. 
Smites with a stone of monntadn size 
And tumbles on tbe sward - 
By reins and harness caught, the ntieels 
Still drag him on ; the horses’ heels 
Beat down and crash him as he lies, 
Unmindful of their lord. 

While this, as Hyllns overbold 
In furious onset springs. 

Pull at his brows, encased in gold, 

A bitter iavclin flings : 
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Through the bright helm the weapon passed. 
And rooted in the brain stood fast. 

Nor could thy prowess, Cretheus brave, 
’Gainst Tnmus* coming stand, 

Nor those his gods Cupencus save 
From out iBneas* hand ■ 

His bosom met the impetuous blade. 

Nor long the shield its fury stayed. 

Thou too, gfreat .^olus, the plains 
Of Latinm saw thee dead. 

They saw thy giant-like remams 
Wide o’er their surface spread 
Fallen, fallen art thou, whom not the bands 
Of Argos could destroy. 

Nor those unconquerable hands 

Which wrought the doom of Troy . 

’T was here thy sepulchre was made. 

Thy palace high 'neath Ida’s shade : 
Lymesus reared t^y palace high, 

Laurentum gave thee room to die 
So turning, rallying, front to front. 

Face the two hosts the battle’s brunt : 

'The Latian and the Oardan throng, 

Brave Mnestheus and Serestua strong, 
Messapus, tamer of the horse, 

Asilas with his Tuscan force, 

Evander’s Arcad train. 

Each for himself, make desperate fight — 

No stmt, no stay — and all their might 
With llerce contention strain. 


Now Venus prompts her darling chief 
To lead his forces to the town. 

And with a sudden stroke and brief 
On the scared foe come down 
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He sweeps his vision round and round 
The town he sees in peace profound, 
TTnscathed by all that war, 

At once upon his inward sight 
The image dawns of grander fight : 
Sergestus and Serestus tried 
He calls with Mnestheus to his side, 

And on a mound takes stand ■ 

Round in dense ranks the Trojans swarm. 
The shield still cleaving to their arm. 

The javelin in their hand. 

Then from the height he thus began . 

‘ Now hearken and obey, each man 
Our cause is Jove’s own cause . 

Nor, sudden though the change of plan, 
Let any plead for pause. 

This town, the source of all the fray, 

TYie oentlre of Laiimus’ sway^ 

Unless they bow them to the yoke 
And own my conquering power. 

In ruin on the ground shall smoke 
* From base to topmost tower 
What, I forsooth to stand and wait 
Till Tumus deign to end debate. 

And humbled by his old defeat. 

Prepare once more iriy call to meet P 
Here, here it stands, the foul spring-head 
Of all this blood so basely shed : 

Quick with your torches, and dematid 
Our rightful treaty, fire in hand.’ 

He said : with emulous speed they form, 
And rush in mass the walls to storm. 

Forth come the ladders swift as thought 
Fire, faggot, pitch at once are brought , 
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Some to the gates impetnons crowd, 

And guard and sentry slay ; 

Some hurl their javelins, and o’erclond 
With darts the face of day. 

.^neas, foremost of the band, 

Lifts up to heaven the appealing hand. 
Beneath the rampart’s shade. 

Upbraids Latinus loud and long. 

And bids the Gods attest his wrong. 

Forced on another war, though loth, 

The Italians twice his foes, their troth 
A second time betrayed. 

Among the citizens within 
Bises a wild discordant dm ■ 

Some to the foe would ope the town. 

The portals backward fling. 

And to the cit^- walls bring down 
The venerable king , 

Some, all on fire, for weapons call. 

And hasten to defend the wall. 

As when some venturous swam has tracked 
The bees, in hollow rock close packed, 

* With fumes of pungent smoke. 

They through their wasen quarters course, 
And murmuring passionate and hoarse 
Their patriot rage provoke . 

The dusk scent issues from the doors ; 

A buzzing dull and blind 
Thrills the deep cave the smoke upsoars. 
And wangles with the wind 

Thus as they toil, a farther woe 
The Latian realm o’ertook • 

Each &int heart reeled beneath the blow, 
And the whole city shook. 
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When from the towers the queen looked down 
And saw the foe draw nigh, 

The Bcaling-ladders oUmb the town, 

The fire-brands roofvrard fiy. 

At once she deemed her faronrite slam : 

Keen angoish smites her wildered brain 
With many a curse her head she heaps. 

Sole cause of all that Latinm weeps. 

And waihng oft and raving tears 
The gay pnrpureal robes she wears : 

Then fastens from a beam on high 
A noose, m ghastly wise to die 
When Latium’s maids and matrons hear 
That news of wonderment and fear, 

Lavima first her bright hair rends 

And wounds her rose-red cheeks • 

Around her rave her mourning Aiends , 

The courts repeat their shrieks 

The scant remams of valour fail. 

Bowed to the earth with woe on woe, 

TTih consort dead, his town brought low. 

The hapless kmg his raiment tears. 

And soils with dust his silver hairs, 

While oft himself he blames. 

Who gave not to his crown an heir, 

A bridegroom to his daughter fair. 

Nor owned .tSlncas’ claims 

Tnmus meanwhile in fields afar 
Drives straggling foes before his car. 

Slower and yet slower his coursers’ stride, 
And less and less their master’s pnde. 

Lo ! on the gale from distance sped 
Gome sounds of strange bewildering dread ' 
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The gathering hnm, oonfhaed and drear, 

Of the lost city strikes his ear. 

‘ Aina ! what BOTindB are these that rise, 
The voice of grief andipain P 
What tomTilt shakes the town ? * he cries, 
And wildly draws his rein. 

His dauntless sister, as she plies 
The chariot in Mehscns’ gnise, 

Turned roand and thus began ; 

‘Nay, Tnmas, urge we still onr steeds 
'Gainst the spent foe, where victory leads : 
Latinm has sons to serve her needs, 

Her leag^ered towers to man. 

JBneas on the Italians falls, 

And follows vengeance as she calls ■ 

Such too he Tnmns’ aim ; 

Send death amdng his Teucrian train ; 

Not less your muster-roll of slam, 

Nor less your share of fame.’ 

‘ Sister, I knew yon,’ Tnmns spoke, 

‘ When first by craft the truce you broke, 
And plunged in battle’s tide. 

And now in vain you cheat mine eye : 

But say, who sent you from the sky 
This cruel woo to bide ? 

From heaven you came — for what ? to see 
Your brother’s dying agony ? 

What can 1 else ? what hope of life 
Holds Fortune forth, in such a strife ? 

Bnt now Hurranus I beheld, 

The mighty by the mighty quelled ; 

He fell, invoking as he fell 

The recreant friend he loved too well. 

See Ufens prostrate on his face 
Averts his eyes from my disgrace. 
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While Tray rejoioea in her prey, 

His armour and hia breathless clay ! 

And must I drain the dregs of shame 
And leave the town- to sink in flame, 

Nor, prompt to combat and to die, 

Make Dranoes yet retract his h‘e F 
What, own defeat ? let Latian eyes 
See Tumus, Tumus as he flies ? 

Is death indeed so sore P 

0 hear me. Manes, of your g^race. 

Since heavenly powers have hid their face ! 
Pure and nnsoiled hy caitiff blame, 

1 join your company, nor shame 

My mighty sires of yore.’ 

Scarce had he said, with headlong speed 
Gomes Saces up on foaming steed ; 

His bleeding face a shaft had gored. 

And Tumus thus his voice ijuplored ; 

‘ Turnus, save you no hope is ours : 

0 think of your own race > 

Like thundercloud ^neas lowers. 
Threatening to raze and sack our toWerg, 
And firebrands mount apace. 

On you is turned each Latian eye ; 

Latmus doubts to whom 
His tottering fortune to ally. 

Whom choose his daughter’s groom. 
The queen, your firmest friend, is dead. 

By her own hand to darkness sped * 
Messapus at the gates alone 
And brave Atinas hold their own ; 

Around them throngs the hostile band ; 
Steel harvests bristle all the land : 

You unconcerned your chariot ply 
Through fields the battle’s tide leaves dry, 
r r 2 
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O’erwliebned ly surgmg thoughts of 111 
Turnus in mute amaze stood still : 

Fierce boils in every vein 
Indignant shame and passion blind. 

The tempest of the lover’s mind, 

The soldier’s high disdain 
Soon as apart the shadows roll 
And light once more illhmeB his soul. 
Backward his kmdling eyes he threw 
And grasped the town in one wide view 
Lo ! tongues of flame to heaven aspire 
The turret’s floors are wrapped in fire, 

The tower he made to vex the foe 
With bridge above and wheels below 
‘ The Fates, the Fates must have their way • 

0 sister > cease Jo breed delay , 

Where Heaven and cruel Fortune call, 

There let me follow to my fall. 

1 stand to meet my foe, to bear 
The pangs of death, how keen soe’er ■ 
Disgraced you shall not see me more 
Let frenzj fill the space before.’ 

lie saic*, and vaulting &om his car 
Plunged headlong through the opposing war. 
His sister in her sorrow left, 

' And fierce and fast the squadrons cleft. 

Look how &om mountain summit borne 
By wind or furious ram down-tom 
Or gentler lapse of ages worn 

CameB*down a thundering stone ; 
Headlong it £ei11b with impulse strong. 

The nnpitying rock, and whirls along 
Woods, cattle, swains o’erthrown . 

So bounding onward, scattering all. 

Gomes Tumus to the city- wall, 
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Where pools of bloodshed sottk the groand 
And the shrill gales ^th jayelins sonnd ; 
^en signals with his upraised hand 
And lifts the yoice of high command : 

‘ Butnles, forbear 1 your darts lay by, 

Ye Latian ranks < not yon, but I 
Must meet whate’er betide : 

Far better this my arm alone 
For broken treaty should atone, 

And battle’s chance decide ’ 

The armies right and left give place. 

And yield him clear and open space. 

But great .^neas, when he hears 
The challenge of his foe. 

The leaguer of the town forbears. 

Lets tower and rampart ^o. 

Steps high with exultation proud. 

And thunders on his arms aloud ; 

Vast as majestic Athos, vast 
As Bryx the divine. 

Or he that roanng with the blast 
Heaves his huge bulk in snowdrifts massed, 
The father Apennine. 

Italian, Trojan, Butnle, all 
One way direct the eye, — 

Who man the Summit of the wall. 

Who storm the base to work its fall, — 

And lay their bucklers by. 

Latinus marvels at the sight, • 

Two mighty chiefs, who first saw light 
In realms apart, met here in fight 
The steel's award to try. 

Soon as the space between is clear. 

Each, rushing forward, hurls his spear, 
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And bucklers olasbed with brazen din 
The overture of fight begin. 

Earth groans: fierce strokes their falchions 
deal: 

Chance joins with force to guide the steel. 

As when two balls engage in fight 
On SUa’s or Tabnmns’ height 

And home with horns are crossed ■ 

Long since the trendbling hinds have fied ; 

The whole herd stands in silent dread ; 

The heifers ponder in dismay, 

Who now the conntiy-side will sway, 

The monarch of the host : 

Giving and taking wounds alike 
With furious impact home they strike ; 
Shoulder and neck are bathed in gore . 

The forest deptUs return the roar. 

So, shield on shield, together dash 

.^neas and his Daunian foe : 

• 

The echo of that deafening crash 

Mounts heavenward fin>m below. 

G^eat Jove with steadfast hand on high 
His balance poises in the sky. 

Lays in^ts scale each rival’s fate, 

And nioely ponders weight with weight, 

, To see whom war to doom consigns. 

And which the side that death inclines. 


Fearless of danger, with a bound 
Young Tumus rises from the ground. 
And, followmg on the sword he sways. 
Comes down with deadly aim : 
Latinm and Troy intently gaze. 

And swell the loud acdaira. 
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Wlien lo ! the fiuthless weapoa breaks, 

And ’mid the stroke its lord forsakes : 

Flight, flight alone can aid : 

Swifter than wings of wind he flees, 

Soon as an unknown hilt he sees 
Disfnmished of its blade. 

’T is said, when with impatience blind 
He first the battle sought, 

Leaving his fother’s sword behind 
Metiscus’ steel he caught ; 

While ranted Tray before him fled, 

That sword full well his need bested ; 

Soon as ’t was tried on arms divine, 

It snapped like ice in twain. 

The mortal blade , the fiagments shine. 
Strewed on the yellow plain. 

So Tnmns traverses the ground. 

Doubling and circling round and round 
In purposeless career, , 

For all about him stand his foes. 

And here high walls the scene enclose, 

And there a spacious mere. 

Nor less, though whiles his stiffening knees. 
Slacked by his wound, their w6rk refuse, 
^neas follows as he flees 

And step with step the foe pursues. 

As tracks a hound with noise and din 
A deer by river deep hemmed in 
Or plume of crimson grain : 

The straight steep bank, the threatening snare 
The hunted beast firom progress scare ; 

She winds and winds again : 

The TTmbnan keen forlnds escape. 

Hangs on her flank with jaws agap^ 
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Snaps his vain teeth that close on nought^ 

He catching still, she still nncanght. 

Tnrnns flies on, and as he flies 
To eveiy Bntnle londly cries, 

Calls each by name, invokes their aid, 

And clamonrs fqr his well-known blade. 

JEneas in imperious tone 

Denounces death should help be shown, 

Threats the doomed town with sword and 
flame, 

And, wounded, follows on the same. 

Five times they circle round the place. 

Five times the winding course retrace : 

No trivial game is here • the strife 
Is waged for Tnmus’ own dear life. 

A wdding olive on the sward, 

Sacred to*Faunus, late had stood : 

The seaman’s dutiful regard 

Preserved that venerable wood . 

There hung they, rescued from the wave. 

The weeds they dofied, the gifts they gave. 
'VVhen for the fight the ground was traced, 

•The Trojans felled it in their haste. 

Reckless of sacred or profane, 

That nought might break the level plain. 

, Here lodged AElneas’ javelin ■ here 
It lighted, borne in fierce career. 

And in the stump stood fast : 

He strives the weapon to unroot, 

And whom* he cannot catch on foot 
O^rtake by lance’s cast. 

Then out cries Tnmus, wild with fear : 

< Great Faunus, of thy pity hear ! 

Sweet Earth, hold fhst the steel, 
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If Tamus still has held divine 
Those sanctities which Troy’s rude line 
Treads down ’neath battle’s heel ! ’ 

So prayed he : nor his prayers were vain : 

Long o’er the stump ^neas hangs, 

And tugs with many a firuitless strain 

To make the hard wood loose its &ngs ■ 
When lo ! impatient as he strives, 

Changed to Metiscus’ shape once more 
Forth runs the Dannian fair, and gives 
Her brother hack the sword he wore 
Then Venus, filled with ire to see 
A Nymph assume so bold a part, 
Approached, and from the stubborn tree 
Tore out the long imprisoned dart. 

Again the haughty chiefs advance, 

Their strength repaired, th&r arms restored, 
That towering with uplifted lance. 

This waving high his faithful sword, 

And front to front resume tie game 
That drains the breath and racks the frame. 


Meanwhile Olympus’ master, Jove, 
Addressed his queenly bride. 

As from a yellow cloud above 
The warring chiefs she eyed • 

‘ What now the end, fair consort, say ? 
What latest stake remains to play P 
Long since you knew, and owned j»n knew, 
.^neas to the skies is due, 

A nation’s hero • Fate’s own power 
Uplifts him to the starry tower. 

What plan you now ? what hopes o’erbold 
Thus keep you throned aloft in cold ? 
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Think yon ’t was riglit a God decreed 
By mortal treaoheiy ahould bleed, 

Or Tumna — for apart firom yon 
What mischief coold Jatnma do p — 
Receive his long lost sword again, 

And strength be waked in vanqnished men 
’T is Jove entreats : at length give way ; 
Permit my prayers yonr will to sway ; 

Nor brood in silent grief, nor vent 
From those sweet lips your ill-content 
The end is reached. By land and mam 
I let yon vex the Dardan train, 

Stir guilty war, a home o’erdoud, 

And bridal joys with mourning shroud 
Attempt no further.’ Jove’s fair queen 
Bespoke her spouse with duteous mien > 


‘ Y<sq 5 ksnowa plAasave ia the eaww, 
Dread lord, that Juno now withdraws 
From Tnmus and the fight ; 

,Yon would not see me else in air 
‘Content to sit resigned and bear : 

No ; armed with torches should I stand 
In battle, and with red right hand 
My Trojan foemen smite. 

1 roused, I own, Jutuma’s zeal 
To venture for her brother’s weal : 

Yet bade I not to launch the steel 
Or bfod the deadly bow : 

By Styx’ dire fountain I make oath. 

The sole dread form of solemn troth 
Olympus’ tenants know. 

And now in truth behold me yield 
And quit for aye the accursed field. 
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Youchsafe me yet one act of grace 
For Latium’s ealce, oar sire’s own race ; 
No ordinance of fate withstands 
The boon a nation’s pride demands. 
When treaty, aye, and love’s blest nte 
The warring hosts in peace unite, 
Be^ect the ancient stock, nor make 
The Latian tribes their style forsake. 

Nor Troy’s nor Teucer’s snrname take. 
Nor gfarb nor language let them change 
For foreign speech and vesture strange. 
But still abide the same ; 

Let Latiom prosper as she will. 

Their thrones let Alban monarchs fill ; 
Let Biome be glonons on the earth. 

The centre of Italian worth ; 

Bat fitUen Troy be fallen still, ' 

The nation and the name.’ 

• 

With mirthful laughter in his eye 
The world’s Creator made reply : 

‘ There Jove’s own sister spoke indeed. 
Our father Saturn’s other seed. 

So vast the waves of wrath that roll 
In that indomitable soul ! 

But come, let baffled rage give way : 

I grant your prayer, and yield the day. 
Aosonia shall abide the same. 

Unchanged in cnstoms, speech, and name 
The sons of Troy, unseen though feltf 
In fusion with tike mass shall melt : 
Myself will give them rites, and all 
Still by the name of Latins call. 

The blended race that thence shall rise 
Of mixed Ausonian blood 
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‘ Shall soar ^ike o’er earth and ddes, 

So pions, just, and good : 

Nor evermore shall nation pay 
Such homage to your shrine as they.’ 
Satnrnia hears ivith altered mmd, 
Triumphant now and proud • 

The sky meantime she leaves behind, 

And quits her chilly cloud. 

This done, the Father in his heart 
New counsels ponders o’er. 

To force Juturna to depart 

Nor help her brother more. 

Two fiends there are of evil fame, 

The Dirae their ill-omened name. 

Whom at a birth unkindly Night 
With dark Megsera brought to light. 
With serpent-spires their tresses twined, 
And gave them wings to cleave the wind. 
On Jove’s high threshold they appear 
Before his throne, and lash to fear 
Mankind’s unhappy brood, 

.When grisly death the Sire prepares 
An^ sickness, or with battle scares 
A guilty multitude. 

Such pest as this the Thunderer sent 
Down from the Olympian sky, 

And bade it, for an omen meant. 

Across Jutuma fly. 

Down sispops the portent, fierce and fast, 
With swiftness of a whirling blast : 

Not swifter bounds from off the string 
The dart that with envenomed sting 
The Parthian launches on the wing, 

The Parthian or Ihe Crete ; 
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Death-laden past the cure of art 

IlieB through the shade the hurtling dart, 

So secret and so fleet. 

E’en thus the deadlj child of Night 
Shot &om the sky with earthward flight. 
Soon as the armies and the town 
Descending she descries, 

She dwarfs her huge proportions down 
To bird of puny size, 

Which perched on tombs or desert towers 
Hoots long and lone through darkling hours : 
In such disguise, the monster wheeled 
Bound Tumus’ head, and ’gainst his shield 
Unceasing flapped her wings . 

Strange chilly dread his limbs unstrung • 
Upstands his hair - his voiceless tongue 
To his parched palate clings* 

But when from far Jutuma heard 
The whirring flight of that f^ul bird, 

She rent her hair as sister mote. 

Her cheeks she tore, her breast she smote 
‘ Ah Tumus ' what can sister now ? 

How other prove than cruel P how 
Prolong your forfeit life P 
Can Goddess meet with fearless brow 
A pest hke this P At length I bow 
And part me from the strife 
Nay, spare to aggravate my fear. 

Ye birds of evil wing ! 

1 know the sounds that stun mine ckr : 

That death-note speaks the hosts severe 
Of heaven’s imperious king. 

No meeter guerdon can he find 
For maiden purity resigned P 
Why gave he life to last for ayeP 
Why took the laws of death away P 
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Else might I end at once my woe, 

And with my brother pass below. 

Immortal! can the thonght be tmeP 
O brother ! have I joy save yon P 
O would the earth but yawn so wide 
A. Gk>dde8s in its depth to hide;, 

And send her to the dead ! * 

Thus groaning, in her robes of bine 
Her head she wrapped, and plunged from view 
Down to the river’s bed. 


ABneaa presses on his foe. 

Poising his tcee-Iike dart. 

And utters ere he deals the blow 
The gall within his heart : 

* What now irf Tumus’ next retreat ? 

What new escape is planned P 
E’o contest this of feet with feet, 

But deadly hand with hand. 

Take all disguises man can wear ; 

Call to your succour whatso’er 
, Or art or courage may . 

Pind wings to climb the Olympian steep, 
Or plunge in subterranean deep, 

Hid from the torch of day.’ 

He shook his head : * Tour swelling phrase 
Appals not Tumns : no : 

The Gods, the Gkids this terror raise. 

And ikipiter my foe.' 

He said no more, but, looking round, 

A mighty atone espied, 

A mighty stone, time-worn and grey. 
Which haply on the champsign lay. 

Set there erewhile the land to bound 
And strifes of law decide : 
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Scarce twelve strong men of later mould 
That weight could on their necks uphold, 
To-day’s degenerate sons : 

He caught it up, and at his foe 
Discharged it, rising to the throw 
And straining as he runs. 

But wildering fears his mind unman ; 
Running, he knew not that lie ran. 

Nor throwing that he threw : 

Heavily move his sinking knees ; 

The streams of hfe wax dull and freeze : 
The stone, as through the void it past, 
Failed of the measure of its cast. 

Nor held its purpose true. 

E’en as in dreams, when on the eyes 
The drowsy weight of slumber hes. 

In vain to ply our limbs we think. 

And in the helpless effort sink ; 

Tongue, sinews, all, their powers bely, 
And voice and speech onr call defy : 

So, labour 'Tumus as he will, 

The Fuiy mocks the endeavour still. 

Dim shapes before his senses reel ; 

On host and town he turns his sighi^ 
He quails, he trembles at the steel. 

Nor knows to fly, nor knows to fight . 
Nor to his pleadmg eyes appear 
The cor, the sister charioteer. 

The deadly dart ^neas shakes : 

His aim with stem precision takes 
Then hurls with all his frame : 

Less loud from battering engine cast 
Roars the fierce stone ; less loud the blast 
Follows the hghtning’s flame. 

On rushes as with whirlwind wings 
The spear that dire destruction brings, 
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ifakes passage throagh the corslet’s marge, 
And enters the seven-plated targe 
Where the last ring mns round. 

The keen point pierces through the thigh : 
Down on his bent knee heavily 
Comes Tumus to the ground. 

With pitying groans the Butules rise ; 

The mountain to their grief replies : 

The lofty woods resound. 

Now fallen an upward look he sends. 

And pleadingly his hand extends ; 

‘ Yes, I have earned,’ he ones, ‘ the fate 
No weakling prayers may deprecate ; 

Let those enjoy that win. 

If thought of hapless sire can touch 
Your heart — ^Anchises once was such — 
Show grace to‘Daunus, old and grey. 

And me, or if you will, my clay, 

Send back to^home and km. 

Yours is the victo^ : Latian bands 
Have seen me stretch implormg hands : 

^he bnde Lavinia is your own : 

Thus far let foeman’s hate be shown.’ 

t 

BoUing his eyes, .dSneas stood, 

And checked his sword, athirst for blood 
Now faltering more and more he felt 
The human heart within him melt, 

When round the shoulder wreathed in pride 
The belt ofj’allas he espied. 

And suHden flashed upon his view 
Those golden studs so well he knew. 

Which Tumus in his hour of joy 
Stripped firom the newly-slaughtered boy. 
And on his bosom bore to show 
The.triumph of a satiate foe. 
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Soon as liis at one fell dianght 
Bemembrance and revenge had qnaffed, 
Live fnty kindling every vein, 

He cries with, terrible disdain : 

* ’Whet I in my 'feund’a dear spoils vsrsyed 
To me for mercy sue ? 

’T is Fallas, Fallas guides the blade : 

From your cursed blood his injured shade 
Thus takes the atonement due.’ 

Thus as he spoke, his sword he drave 
With fierce and fiery blow 
Through the broad chest before him spread 
The stalwart limbs grow cold and dead : 
One groan the indignant spirit gave, 

Then sought t^ shades below. 




NOTES. 


Paob 1. 

' Bt/fate ofRtam realm amerced ’ 

‘ Millions of spirits for Ins fault amercsd 
Of hsaren ’ 

Muton, Paradue Loit, book i. 609 
Pass 7. 

‘ Tiu jailor-monarch of the temd.' 

' There let him reign, the jailor of theewind ’ Dryden 

Pads 12 

* 3b irtffht jioesaeiomta the ekg ' 

A hint has here been laken from Sjmmons's Tersion of the pre- 
ceding speech, irheie ‘ csli qmbus annuls arcem' is rendered (I quote 
from memoij) . 

‘ To irhom thj nod has given 
A bright reversion in the courts of he Aen.’ 

Paoe 31. 

‘ Bat /, I cttiUKt hrooJc vnth eaee 
Jantmian hoeptiahiwa.’ 

* Junonian hospitalities prepare 
Such apt occasion that I dread a snare ’ 

'Woaps'WOBTS (m Philblogical Museum). 

Pass 40. 

* JfioUo'e metm — vho the man I ’ ■ 

I have foUotred the original, vrhieh, rightly undsnstood, expresses 
the qoestioaings of the multitude in elliptical, perhaps colloquial, 
language. 
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Fasi fl7. 

‘ Wfti outaireielud hands he gropes ’ 

‘ And vith hiB ouUtretclied arms around him groped ’ 

AnoisoK. 


Page 130 

‘ See here, yourself and meforedoru.' 

' 0 meter, Bister, thon hast all foredone ’ 

C K Kjuoibdt. 


Fags 139 

' Hag dose the shore, nor fear its orash^ 

Hero and m other parts of the paragraph ‘shore’ is used, like 
‘ littus ’ in the original, not for the coast, but for the side of the rock 
vhich formed the goal, e 


Faoe 141 

‘ Beneath them vanishes the ground.' 

This IS another Virgilian license, the ground (* solum ’) being put 

for the leateT under the ship 
« ' 

Page 143 

‘ Inwoven there, the pnnoely hoy ' 

Gpnymede 


Page 157. 

‘ And gaze dehghted as they trace 
A firends mien in efoh fair face.’ 

* The shouting crowds admire their charms, and trace 
Their parents' lines in erery lorely face ’ Prrr 

Not long before, Fitt has a line ‘Around their brows a rind 
ureath they wore.’ 8o it appears in all the editions that I hare 
consnlted, butl can scarcely doubt that ‘mrid’ should be ‘nnd,’ 
though the latter word is more after the manner of Spenser or 
Hilton than of eighteenth-century poetry. ' 
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Fmu 186. 

‘ Fold Femry, end Fean that km: 

‘The fsar that kills, 

And hope that is nnvilliiig to be fed.’ 

WoMSVOBTB, BetdeiuM and Indgiiendmee. 

Faox 2S0. 

' Or tieee lehomfmr AMla tees 
Beum-looitng tkrtugk her apple-trees: 

‘And where Abella sees 
From her high towers the harrest of her trees ’ 

Dbtsxil 


Psoz 289 folL 

In translating the description of the shield, I have endeavonred to 
bear m mind, what 1 believe to be of great hnporbuice to the inter- 
pretation of the passage, that the various events of Homan history are 
represented, nut tn the precise way in which they are likely to have 
happened historically, but in the form nipposed to be best adapted 
to tell the story to the eye. So the epithets do not charactense the 
persons or things as they are in themselves, but as they appear on 
the shield ' c.g. the Gauls' hair is called golden because it is aotually 
of gold. 


PiOB 297. 

‘So after dap 

TTm hour's fair premse ehaS betray ’ 

‘All, all my life, replies the youth, shall aim, 

T.ita this one hour, at everlasting ftnia’ Pitt. 

F^ 309. 

‘ The maddemnp fmr of the steel ’ 

I hope it will not be supposed that I moan ‘ fever of the steel ’ as a 
version of ‘ enpidine fbm ’ There is another suspicion of the kind 
which I feel almost ashamed to rebut, with referenee to a line in p 
369, where, though ‘ encumbered and ODstnmg ’ is I trust atolenble 
equivalent for ‘ mutilis inqne l^atus,’ * inligatus ’ is not intended to 
be represented tiy ' nnstiung.’ 
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yOTES. 


Faoz 304 

‘ Then, ptreed to death, atleep he feU 
On the dead hreaet he loved to well ’ 

' Then, qniat, on hia bleeding bosom fell, 

Content in death to be rerengsd so irell ' BBumir. 

Fags 311. 

‘ What God, what madness hrmga yon here 
To taste tjf oar lialtan cheer < ' 

' V/hat noble Lncumo cornea next 
To taste our Roman cheer?’ Uacaulay's Xnys. 


Faqe 320 

‘ Eor quit the leaguercd town ’ 

As Viigil repeatedly'speaka of the Troj.in camp as ‘ urbs,' I have 
ventured here to call it a towu 

* Pack 343. 

‘ Like knot tn sturdy wood.' 

yugil's allusion in the vord * nodum’ is probably rather to a knot 
whichaieods untying than to a knot in wood , but it was necessary to 
give some rndtsphor which might be equivalent to his, and the resist- 
nnce made by a knot in wood to the blade of an aze naturally sug- 
gested Itself 


Fags 407, 

‘ Latium has other masds unwed, 

And worthy oj a royal bed ' 

‘Yet mor>, three daughter* in his court are bred, 

AiAl each well worthy oft royal bed.’ 

Fofb’s Homer, Iliad, book iz. 

Fag* 4*8. 

‘ The arbitrament of fight to dare ’ 

• Singly to dare the arbitrement of fight ’ 

SncicoHs’a.i£kisid^ book xi. fi62. 
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Fiai 425 

'J»d earth mth trexiUing throb) and thrUU ' 

Tha voids ' throbs and tbaUs ’ an taken from a poem by a fnend 
to vfaase criticism this vork owes much 


Fiei 428 

‘ And buckler) clothed vnth breem din 
The overture of fight hegvn' 

' The OTcrture of tyranny’s begun,’ is the younger Symmons’a ver- 
sion of ^Bch. Ag 1854, 

^peiliui^ovTai yip as 
TvpMvltes ciintit rpiffaaytes vdiei. 


losdos rjusrrn irr 

eroTTisvooDS Aim oo , uriT'irrBrBT squAae 
iXB rABLiAvairr siimr 
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ProftMor Cotioreros's literary Bernina. 


C 

edibas. Yet be has not left it in a state of entile completion ; and it is 
clear, ftom the rapidity with iHuch the MS, u mdtten, as well as ftom 
the minnte alterations which hSTe been made in tte more studied 
passages, that this porticm of liis work guifsTS sererely from posthumous 
publication. 

The Editor has only to add that in collecting and editing these 
Mitcellanies, he has to the best of his abihty performed what he 
regarded as a sacred duty to the memory of a iriend from whom he 
received more than he finds it possible to express. 
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